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MAECENAS 


Though,  since  the  Lydians  fill’d  the  Tuscan  coasts, 

No  richer  blood  than  yours  EJtruria  boasts  ; 

Though  your  great  ancestors  could  armies  lead, 

You  don’t,  as  many  do,  with  scorn  upbraid 
The  man  of  birth  unknown. 

Hor.  Sat.  B.  I,  S.  VI 
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The  text  of  Horace  is  open  in  a number  of 
places  to  grave  suspicion  — which  sometimes 
approaches  certainty  — of  interpolation.  In 
the  absence,  however,  of  any  general  agree- 
ment among  scholars  in  condemning  definite 
passages,  we  have  not  thought  it  desirable,  in 
an  edition  of  this  kind,  to  bracket  verses  or 
strophes  over  which  the  great  scholars  and 
commentators  have  disagreed,  or  to  vex  readers 
and  students  with  critical  discussions. 

In  printing  the  poems,  we  have  adhered  to  the 
traditional  arrangement,  which  (not  without 
some  reason)  has  relegated  the  Epodes  to  the 
position  of  a sort  of  appendix  to  the  Odes;  but 
we  cannot  do  so  without  advising  every  one 
who  wishes  to  become  acquainted  with  Horace, 
as  well  as  with  his  poetry,  to  follow  the  chron- 
ological order  and  read  the  Epodes  first. 
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AECENAS  atavis  edite 
regibus, 

o et  praesidium  et  dulce 
decus  meum  : 

Sunt  quos  curriculo  pul- 
verem  Olympicum 
collegisse  iuvat  metaque  fervidis 
evitata  rotis  palmaque  nobilis 
terrarum  dominos  evehit  ad  deos ; 
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AECENAS,  ancient 
monarchs’  son. 

My  glory  and  my 
strength  in  one ! 
Some  among  men  their 
wish  attain, 

If  dust  of  the  Olympic  plain 
Gather  round  chariot-wheels  that  burn, 
So  fast,  so  close  they  take  the  turn, 
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hunc,  si  mobilium  turba  Quiritium 
certat  tergeminis  tollere  honoribus ; 
ilium,  si  proprio  condidit  horreo 
quicquid  de  Libycis  verritur  areis. 
Gaudentem  patrios  findere  sarculo 
agros  Attalicis  condicionibus 
numquam  demoveas,  ut  trabe  Cypria 
Myrtoum  pavidus  nauta  secet  mare ; 
luctantem  Icariis  fluctibus  Africum 
mercator  metuens  otium  et  oppidi 
laudat  rura  sui : mox  reficit  ratis 
quassas,  indocilis  pauperiem  pati. 

Est  qui  nec  veteris  pocula  Massici 
nec  partem  solido  demere  de  die 
spernit,  nunc  viridi  membra  sub  arbuto 
stratus,  nunc  ad  aquae  lene  caput  sacrae. 
Multos  castra  iuvant  et  lituo  tubae 
permixtus  sonitus  bellaque  matribus 
detestata.  Manet  sub  love  frigido 
Venator  tenerae  coniugis  immemor, 
seu  visa  est  catulis  cerva  fidelibus, 
seu  rupit  teretis  Marsus  aper  plagas. 
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And  the  proud  prize  once  captured  they 
Mount  to  the  gods  whom  worlds  obey. 

This  man  is  blest  if  thrice  allowed 
To  office  by  Rome’s  fickle  crowd; 

That  if  in  his  own  barn  he  stores 
The  wealth  of  Libyan  threshing-floors. 

Not  Attalus  could  bribe  the  swain 
Content  to  hoe  his  sire’s  domain, 

As  seaman  Cyprian  bark  to  steer. 

And  plough  Myrtoan  waves  in  fear. 

Fresh  from  the  Afric  gales  that  fight 
Icarian  waves,  and  fresh  from  fright, 

The  merchant  to  his  country  seat 
Retires,  and  praises  his  retreat ; 

But  loth  to  learn  a poor  man’s  cares. 

His  battered  ships  he  soon  repairs. 

Some  for  their  wine — old  Massic  say  — 

Will  steal  an  hour  from  working  day. 
Stretch’d  where  green  arbute  branches  spread. 
Or  at  some  sacred  fountain-head. 

Many  love  wars,  which  mothers  all 
Detest,  the  camp,  the  bugle-call. 

And  blare  of  trumpet.  Sportsmen  stay 
’Neath  frosty  skies  from  eve  to  day, 

Nor  thought  for  tender  wife  can  spare. 

If  the  good  hound  a doe  but  scare. 

Or  Marsian  boar  burst  corded  snare. 
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Me  doctarum  hederae  praemia  frontium 
dis  miscent  superis ; me  gelidum  nemus 
Nympharumque  leves  cum  Satyris  chori 
secernunt  populo,  si  neque  tibias 
Euterpe  cohibet  nec  Polyhymnia 
Lesboum  refugit  tendere  barbiton. 

Quod  si  me  lyricis  vatibus  inseris, 
sublimi  feriam  sidera  vertice. 
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My  heaven  is  this,  to  crown  my  brow 
With  learning's  meed,  the  ivy  bough ; 

And  find  from  men  a cool  retreat, 

A grove  where  nymphs  with  satyrs  meet 
And  lightly  dance,  on  Lesbian  lyre 
If  Polyhymnia  strike  the  wire. 

Nor  of  her  flute  Euterpe  tire ; 

Then  style  me  Lyric  Bard,  and  I 
With  head  aloft  shall  strike  the  sky. 

Archdeacon  Aglen 
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CARMEN  II 

AM  satis  terris  nivis  atque  dirae 
grandinis  misit  pater,  et  rubente 
dextera  sacras  iaculatus  arcis 
terruit  urbem, 

terruit  gentis,  grave  ne  rediret 
saeculum  Pyrrhae  nova  monstra  questae, 
omne  cum  Proteus  pecus  egit  altos 
visere  montis, 

piscium  et  summa  genus  haesit  ulmo, 
nota  quae  sedes  fuerat  columbis, 
et  superiecto  pavidae  natarunt 
aequore  dammae. 
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ODE  II 

NOUGH,  O Sire,  thine  hail- 
storms swell. 

Thy  snow  descends ; thy  red 
right  hand 

Hath  smit  the  holy  citadel. 
And  fear  hath  seized  the  Roman  land ; 

Yea,  all  the  lands,  lest  portent  new 
The  signs  of  Pyrrha’s  age  fulfil. 

His  herd  of  seals  when  Proteus  drew 
To  bask  upon  the  topmost  hill. 

The  elm-tree  top  to  fishy  kinds, 

Of  old  the  dove’s  familiar  nest. 

Gave  harbor ; while  the  trembling  hinds 
The  plunging  waters  strove  to  breast. 
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Vidimus  flavum  Tiberim  retortis 
litore  Etrusco  violenter  undis 
ire  deiectum  monumenta  regis 
templaque  Vestae, 

Iliae  dum  se  nimium  querenti 
iactat  ultorem,  vagus  et  sinistra 
labitur  ripa  love  non  probante  u- 
xorius  amnis. 

Audiet  civis  acuisse  ferrum, 
quo  graves  Persae  melius  perirent, 
audiet  pugnas  vitio  parentum 
rara  iuventus. 

Quern  vocet  divum  populus  ruentis 
imperi  rebus  ? Prece  qua  fatigent 
virgines  sanctae  minus  audientem 
carmina  Vestam  ? 

Cui  dabit  partis  scelus  expiandi 
Iuppiter  ? Tandem  venias  precamur, 
nube  candentis  umeros  amictus, 
augur  Apollo ; 

sive  tu  mavis,  Erycina  ridens, 
quam  locus  circum  volat  et  Cupido ; 
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We  saw  when  golden  Tiber  stood 
Back-holden  on  his  Tuscan  shore. 

And  then  on  Vesta’s  fane  his  flood 
And  Numa’s  palace  fiercely  bore. 

He  brags  of  vengeance,  to  requite 
His  Ilia’s  well  lamented  woes. 

Uxorious  river  ! and  despite 

Of  Jove  his  leftward  bank  o’erflows. 

Our  youth  the  civil  clash  shall  hear 

(A1  as,  through  crimes  of  sires  too  few). 

For  Rome  now  sharpens  sword  and  spear 
More  meet  for  Persian  hordes  to  rue. 

Which  god  shall  trembling  Rome  entreat 
A falling  empire’s  weight  to  bear  ? 

How  vestals  find  petition  meet 
For  ears  less  open  now  to  prayer  ? 

To  whom  shall  Jove  the  charge  assign 
Our  crimes  to  cancel  ? Come  at  last 

With  clouds,  Apollo,  Seer  Divine, 

About  thy  shining  shoulders  cast. 

Or,  please  it  thee,  fair  Venus,  come 

To  laugh  with  Sport  and  Cupid  taught, 
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sive  neglectum  genus  et  nepotes 
respicis,  auctor, 

heu  nimis  longo  satiate  ludo, 
quem  iuvat  clamor  galeaeque  leves 
acer  et  Marsi  peditis  cruentum 
voltus  in  hostem ; 

sive  mutata  iuvenem  figura 
ales  in  terris  imitaris  almae 
filius  Maiae,  patiens  vocari 
Caesaris  ultor, 

serus  in  caelum  redeas  diuque 
laetus  intersis  populo  Quirini, 
neve  te  nostris  vitiis  iniquum 
ocior  aura 

tollat ; hie  magnos  potius  triumphos, 
hie  ames  dici  pater  atque  princeps, 
neu  sinas  Medos  equitare  inultos 
te  duce,  Caesar. 
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Or  Mars,  our  founder,  thou  ; if  Rome 
And  thine  own  seed  be  worth  a thought. 

Enough  of  thine  insatiate  swoop, 

Thy  game  of  shout,  and  burnished  helm, 
And  the  fell  rush  of  Marsian  troop 
Their  bleeding  foes  to  overwhelm. 

Or,  gentle  Maia’s  winged  son, 

If  with  an  altered  form  content. 

Deign  to  be  Caesar’s  champion. 

Shrined  in  his  earthly  tenement. 

Long  be  thy  joyous  reign  in  Rome, 

Late  the  return  to  heaven  be  won, 

Nor  earlier  take  thy  passage  home 
Our  manners,  foul  with  sin,  to  shun. 

As  father  and  as  prince  abide, 

And  here  thy  lofty  triumphs  gain. 

Nor  let  the  Mede  unpunished  ride 
While  Caesar  lives,  and  lives  to  reign. 

William  Ewart  Gladstone 
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CARMEN  III 

C te  diva  potens 

sic  fratres  Helenae,  lucida  si- 
dera, 

ventorumque  regat  pater, 

obstrictis  aliis  praeter  Iapyga, 
navis,  quae  tibi  creditum 

debes  Vergilium,  finibus  Atticis 
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ODE  III 


(O  may  the  auspicious  queen  of 
love, 

And  the  twin  stars  (the  seed 
of  Jove), 

And  he  who  rules  the  raging 
wind. 

To  thee,  O sacred  ship,  be  kind. 

And  gentle  breezes  fill  thy  sails. 

Supplying  soft  Etesian  gales. 

As  thou,  to  whom  the  muse  commends 
The  best  of  poets  and  of  friends, 
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reddas  incolumem  precor 

et  serves  animae  dimidium  meae. 

Illi  robur  et  aes  triplex 

circa  pectus  erat,  qui  fragilem  truci 
commisit  pelago  ratem 

primus,  nec  timuit  praecipitem  Africum 
decertantem  Aquilonibus 

nec  tristis  Hyadas  nec  rabiem  Noti, 
quo  non  arbiter  Hadriae 

maior,  tollere  seu  ponere  volt  freta. 
Quern  mortis  timuit  gradum, 

qui  siccis  oculis  monstra  natantia, 
qui  vidit  mare  turbidum  et 

infamis  scopulos  Acroceraunia  ? 
Nequiquam  deus  abscidit 
prudens  Oceano  dissociabili 
terras,  si  tamen  impiae 

non  tangenda  rates  transiliunt  vada. 
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Dost  thy  committed  pledge  restore. 

And  land  him  safely  on  the  shore; 

And  save  the  better  part  of  me 
From  perishing  with  him  at  sea. 

Sure  he,  who  first  the  passage  tried. 

In  hardened  oak  his  heart  did  hide. 

And  ribs  of  iron  armed  his  side  ! 

Or  his  at  least,  in  hollow  wood 
Who  tempted  first  the  briny  flood. 

Nor  feared  the  winds’  contending  roar. 
Nor  billows  beating  on  the  shore ; 

Nor  Hyades  portending  rain ; 

Nor  all  the  tyrants  of  the  main. 

What  form  of  death  could  him  affright 
Who,  unconcerned,  with  steadfast  sight, 
Could  view  the  surges  mounting  steep, 
And  monsters  rolling  in  the  deep  ? 

Could  through  the  ranks  of  ruin  go, 
With  storms  above,  and  rocks  below  ? 

In  vain  did  Nature’s  wise  command 
Divide  the  waters  from  the  land, 

If  daring  ships,  and  men  profane. 

Invade  the  inviolable  main ; 

The  eternal  fences  overleap. 

And  pass  at  will  the  boundless  deep. 

No  toil,  no  hardship  can  restrain 
Ambitious  man  inured  to  pain ; 
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Audax  omnia  perpeti 

gens  humana  ruit  per  vetitum  nefas, 
Audax  Iapeti  genus 

ignem  fraude  mala  gentibus  intulit. 
Post  ignem  aetheria  domo 

subductum  macies  et  nova  febrium 
terris  incubuit  cohors, 

semotique  prius  tarda  necessitas 
leti  corripuit  gradum. 

Expertus  vacuum  Daedalus  aera 
pennis  non  homini  datis ; 

perrupit  Acheronta  Herculeus  labor. 
Nil  mortalibus  ardui  est ; 

caelum  ipsum  petimus  stultitia,  neque 
per  nostrum  patimur  scelus 

iracunda  Iovem  ponere  fulmina. 
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The  more  confined,  the  more  he  tries. 

And  at  forbidden  quarry  flies. 

Thus  bold  Prometheus  did  aspire. 

And  stole  from  heaven  the  reed  of  fire : 

A train  of  ills,  a ghastly  crew. 

The  robber’s  blazing  track  pursue ; 

Fierce  Famine,  with  her  meagre  face. 

And  fevers  of  the  fiery  race, 

In  swarms  the  offending  wretch  surround, 

All  brooding  on  the  blasted  ground; 

And  limping  Death,  lashed  on  by  Fate, 
Comes  up  to  shorten  half  our  date. 

This  made  not  Dedalus  beware. 

With  borrowed  wings  to  sail  in  air: 

To  Hell  Alcides  forced  his  way, 

Plunged  through  the  lake,  and  snatched  the 
prey. 

Nay,  scarce  the  gods,  or  heavenly  climes 
Are  safe  from  our  audacious  crimes : 

We  reach  at  Jove’s  imperial  crown, 

And  pull  the  unwilling  thunder  down. 

John  Dryden 
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CARMEN  IV 


OLVITVR  acris  hiems  grata  vice 
veris  et  Favoni, 
trahuntque  siccas  machinae  Ca- 
rinas, 

ac  neque  iam  stabulis  gaudet 
pecus  aut  arator  igni, 
nec  prata  canis  albicant  pruinis. 

Iam  Cytherea  choros  ducit  Venus  imminente 
luna, 

iunctaeque  Nymphis  Gratiae  decentes 
alterno  terram  quatiunt  pede,  dum  gravis  Cy- 
clopum 

Volcanus  ardens  visit  officinas. 
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ODE  IV 

Y spring  and  zephyr’s  gladsome 
sway 

Unloosed,  stern  winter  hastes 
away. 

Again  the  vessel  tempts  the  sea  ; 
The  herds  again  bound  o’er  the  lea ; 

His  ingle-nook  the  hind  forsakes; 

And  frosts  no  longer  bleach  the  brakes. 
Beneath  the  moon,  o’er  grassy  meads 
The  sprightly  dance  soft  Venus  leads; 

And  link’d,  the  nymphs’  and  graces’  train 
With  foot  alternate  beat  the  plain ; 

While  Mulciber,  with  kindling  fires. 

The  Cyclops’  toilsome  forge  inspires. 
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Nunc  decet  aut  viridi  nitidum  caput  impedire 
myrto, 

aut  flore  terrae  quem  ferunt  solutae ; 
nunc  et  in  umbrosis  Fauno  decet  immolare 
lucis, 

seu  poscat  agna  sive  malit  haedo. 

Pallida  mors  aequo  pulsat  pede  pauperum 
tabernas 

regumque  turris.  O beate  Sesti, 
vitae  summa  brevis  spem  nos  vetat  incohare 
longam. 

Iam  te  premet  nox  fabulaeque  manes 
et  domus  exilis  Plutonia ; quo  simul  mearis, 

nec  regna  vini  sortiere  talis 
nec  tenerum  Lycidan  mirabere,  quo  calet  iu- 
ventus 

nunc  omnis  et  mox  virgines  tepebunt. 
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Now  round  the  brow  be  myrtle  twined 
In  verdant  braid ; now  chaplets  bind 
Of  flowers,  from  earth’s  free  bosom  thrown 
The  sacrifice  now  lead  to  Faun, 

Lambkin  or  kid,  whiche’er  he  claim. 

In  grove  deep-hallow’d  with  his  name. 

Pale  Death  knocks  with  impartial  foot 
At  prince’s  hall  and  peasant’s  hut : 

Warn’d,  Sestius,  by  life’s  brief  amount, 
Forbear  on  distant  bliss  to  count : 

Soon,  soon  to  realms  of  night  away 
Hurried,  where  fabled  spectres  play. 

Thou  shalt  ’neath  Pluto’s  shadowy  dome, 
Thyself  a shadow,  thither  come  ; 

No  more  shall  dice  allot  to  thee 
The  banquet’s  jovial  sovereignty  ; 

Nor  Chloe  more  shalt  thou  admire. 

The  virgins’  pride,  the  youths’  desire. 

Archdeacon  Wrangham 


CARMEN  V 


VIS  multa  gracilis  te  puer  in 


rosa 


perfusus  liquidis  urget  odoribus 
grato,  Pyrrha,  sub  antro  ? 

Cui  flavam  religas  comam. 


simplex  munditiis  ? Heu  quotiens  fidem 
mutatosque  deos  debit  et  aspera 
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Pyrrha  r 


HAT  slender  youth, 
bedewed  with  liquid 
odours, 

Courts  thee  on  roses  in 
some  pleasant  cave, 
For  whom  bind’st  thou 


In  wreaths  thy  golden  hair. 

Plain  in  thy  neatness  P O how  oft 
shall  he 

On  faith  and  changed  gods  com- 
plain, and  seas 
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nigris  aequora  vends 
emirabitur  insolens, 

qui  nunc  te  fruitur  credulus  aurea, 
qui  semper  vacuam,  semper  amabilem 
sperat,  nescius  aurae 

fallacis.  Miseri  quibus 

intemptata  nites  : me  tabula  sacer 
votiva  paries  indicat  uvida 
suspendisse  potenti 
vestimenta  maris  deo. 
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Rough  with  black  winds,  and  storms 
Unwonted  shall  admire ! 

Who  now  enjoys  thee  credulous,  all  gold. 
Who,  always  vacant,  always  amiable 
Hopes  thee,  of  flattering  gales 
Unmindful.  Hapless  they 

To  whom  thou  untried  seem’st  fair.  Me,  in 
my  vowed 

Picture,  the  sacred  wall  declares  to  have  hung 
My  dank  and  dropping  weeds 
To  the  stern  god  of  sea. 

John  Milton 


41 


CARMEN  VI 


CRIBERIS  Vario  fortis  et  hos- 
tium 

victor  Maeonii  carminis  alite, 
quam  rem  cumque  ferox  navi- 
bus  aut  equis 
miles  te  duce  gesserit. 

Nos,  Agrippa,  neque  haec  dicere  nec  gravem 
Pelidae  stomachum  cedere  nescii 
nec  cursus  duplicis  per  mare  Vlixei 
nec  saevam  Pelopis  domum 

conamur,  tenues  grandia,  dum  pudor 
imbellisque  lyrae  musa  potens  vetat 
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ODE  VI 


Apply’d  to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 


>HOULD  Addison's  immortal 
Verse 

Thy  Fame  in  Arms,  Great 
Prince,  rehearse. 

With  Anna  s Lightning  you'd 
appear. 

And  glitter  o'er  again  in  War: 

Repeat  the  proud  Bavarian's  Fall, 

And  in  the  Danube  plunge  the  Gaul . 

'T  is  not  for  me  thy  Worth  to  shew 
Or  lead  Achilles  to  the  Foe, 

Describe  stern  Diomede  in  fight. 

And  put  the  wounded  Gods  to  Flight. 
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laudes  egregii  Caesaris  et  tuas 
culpa  deterere  ingeni. 

Quis  Martem  tunica  tectum  adamantina 
digne  scripserit  aut  pulvere  Troico 
nigrum  Merionen  aut  ope  Palladis 
Tydiden  superis  parem? 

Nos  convivia,  nos  proelia  virginum 
sectis  in  iuvenes  unguibus  acrium 
cantamus  vacui,  sive  quid  urimur, 
non  praeter  solitum  leves. 
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I dare  not  with  unequal  Rage, 

On  such  a mighty  Theme  engage ; 

Nor  sully  in  a Verse  like  mine, 

Illustrious  Anna’s  Praise,  and  thine. 

Let  the  laborious  Epic  Strain 
In  lofty  Numbers  sing  the  Man 
That  bears  to  distant  Worlds  his  Arms, 

And  frights  the  German  with  Alarms : 

His  Courage  and  his  Conduct  tell. 

And  on  his  various  Vertues  dwell : 

In  Trifling  Cares  my  humble  Muse 
A less  ambitious  Tract  pursues: 

Instead  of  Troops  in  Battel  mixt. 

And  Gauls  with  British  Spears  transfixt, 

She  paints  the  soft  Distress  and  Mien 
Of  Dames  expiring  with  the  Spleen, 

From  the  gay  Noise,  affected  Air, 

And  little  Follies  of  the  Fair, 

A slender  Stock  of  Fame  I raise, 

And  draw  from  others’  Faults  my  Praise. 

Captain  Richard  Steele 
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CARMEN  VII 


AVDABVNT  alii  claram  Rho- 
don  aut  Mytilenen 
aut  Epheson  bimarisve  Co- 
rinthi 

moenia  vel  Baccho  Thebas  vel 
Apolline  Delphos 
insignis  aut  Thessala  Tempe. 

Sunt  quibus  unum  opus  est  intactae  Palladis 
urbem 

carmine  perpetuo  celebrare  et 
undique  decerptam  fronti  praeponere  olivam ; 

plurimus  in  Iunonis  honorem 
aptum  dicet  equis  Argos  ditisque  Mycenas. 

Me  nec  tam  patiens  Lacedaemon 
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ODE  VII 

|OME  will  laud  fair  Mytilene, — 
Rhodes,  where  many  wonders 
be,  — 

Some  great  Ephesus,  or  Corinth 
Watered  by  its  double  sea ; 
Thebes  renown’d  for  Bacchus,  Delphi 
Famous  for  Apollo’s  shrine. 

Others  praise  Thessalian  Tempe, 

And  its  thousand  charms  divine; 

Some  the  towers  of  spotless  Pallas 
Chaunt,  nor  ask  another  theme, 

Thence  to  pluck  an  olive  garland. 

All  their  pride  and  all  their  dream. 

Many  a bard,  in  Juno’s  honour. 

Makes  the  burden  of  his  lyre 
Rich  Mycenae,  grassy  Argos, 

Famous  for  its  steeds  of  fire. 


Me  nor  patient  Lacedemon, 
Nor  Larissa’s  fertile  plain, 
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nec  tam  Larissae  percussit  campus  opimae 
quam  domus  Albuneae  resonantis 
et  praeceps  Anio  ac  Tiburni  lucus  et  uda 
mobilibus  pomaria  rivis. 

Albus  ut  obscuro  deterget  nubila  caelo 
saepe  Notus  neque  parturit  imbris 
perpetuos,  sic  tu  sapiens  finire  memento 
tristitiam  vitaeque  labores 
molli,  Plance,  mero,  seu  te  fulgentia  signis 
castra  tenent  seu  densa  tenebit 
Tiburis  umbra  tui.  Teucer  Salamina  patremque 
cum  fugeret,  tamen  uda  Lyaeo 
tempora  populea  fertur  vinxisse  corona, 
sic  tristis  adfatus  amicos : 
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Like  Albunea’s  echoing  fountain 
All  my  inmost  heart  hath  ta’en. 

Give  me  Anio’s  headlong  torrent. 

And  Tiburnus’  grove  and  hills. 

And  its  orchards  sparkling  dewy 
With  a thousand  wimpling  rills. 

As  the  sunny  southwind  often 
Sweeps  the  louring  clouds  away. 

Nor  with  showers  unceasing  ever 
Loads  the  long  and  dreary  day, 

Plancus,  so  do  thou  remember 
Still  to  cheer  with  balmy  wine 
All  the  care  and  grief  and  travail 
Of  this  toilworn  life  of  thine  ; 

Whether  in  the  throng’d  camp,  gleaming 
With  a thousand  spears,  or  laid 
On  the  turf  beneath  the  umbrage 
Of  thy  loved  Tiburtine  glade. 

Teucer,  though  an  outcast  hunted 
From  his  native  Salamis, 

Hunted  by  a father’s  anger, 

Natheless  — as  the  legend  is  — 

On  his  forehead  wet  with  revel 
First  a wreath  of  poplar  bound. 

Then  his  comrades  thus  accosted. 

As  they  sadly  stood  around. 
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‘ Quo  nos  cumque  feret  melior  fortuna  parente, 
ibimus,  o socii  comitesque  ! 

Nil  desperandum  Teucro  duce  et  auspice 
Teucro ; 

certus  enim  promisit  Apollo 
ambiguam  tellure  nova  Salamina  futuram. 

O fortes  peioraque  passi 
mecum  saepe  viri,  nunc  vino  pellite  curas ; 
eras  ingens  iterabimus  aequor/ 
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“Wheresoever  Fortune,  kinder 
Than  my  sire,  our  voyage  bends. 

Thither  shall  we  go  together, 

O my  comrades,  brothers,  friends ! 

Teucer  for  your  leader,  — marshall’d 
Under  Teucer’s  guiding  star. 

What  shall  stay,  or  what  shall  daunt  us  ? 

Hence,  then,  craven  fears,  afar ! 

For  I hold  Apollo’s  promise. 

That  in  other  climes  a new 
Salamis  shall  rise  around  us. 

Fairer,  nobler  to  the  view ! 

Now,  ye  brave  hearts,  that  have  weather’d 
Many  a sorer  strait  with  me. 

Chase  your  cares  with  wine,  — to-morrow 
We  shall  plow  the  mighty  sea ! ” 

Sir  Theodore  Martin 
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CARMEN  VIII 

YDIA,  die,  per  omnis 

te  deos  oro,  Sybarin  cur  pro- 
peres  amando 
perdere,  cur  apricum 

oderit  campum,  patiens  pul- 
veris  atque  solis. 

Cur  neque  militaris 

inter  aequalis  equitat,  Gallica  nec  lupatis 
temperat  ora  frenis  ? 
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ODE  VIII 


jALLY,  Sally,  don’t  deny 
But  for  God’s  sake  tell  me  why 
You  have  flirted  so  to  spoil 
That  once  lively  youth  Carlisle  ? 
He  used  to  mount  while  it  was 
dark; 

Now  he  lyes  in  bed  till  noon. 

And  you  not  meeting  in  the  park 

Thinks  that  he  got  up  too  soon. 


Manly  exercise  and  sport. 

Hunting  and  the  tennis  court 
And  riding  school  no  more  divert, 
New-market  do’s,  for  there  you  flirt; 
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Cur  timet  flavum  Tiberim  tangere  ? Cur 
olivum 

sanguine  viperino 

cautius  vitat  neque  iam  livida  gestat  armis 
bracchia,  saepe  disco, 

saepe  trans  finem  iaculo  nobilis  expedito? 
Quid  latet,  ut  marinae 

filium  dicunt  Thetidis  sub  lacrimosa  Troiae 
funera,  ne  virilis 

cultus  in  caedem  et  Lycias  proriperet  cater- 
vas  ? 
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But  why  does  he  no  longer  dream 
Of  Yellow  Tyber  and  its  shore. 

Of  his  friend  Charles’  favorite  scheme. 

Or  waking,  thinks  no  more  ? 

Why  do’s  he  dislike  an  inn. 

Hate  post-chaises  and  begin 
To  think  ’twill  be  enough  to  know 
The  way  from  Almack’s  to  Soho  ? 
Achilles  thus  kept  out  of  sight 

For  a long  time;  but  this  dear  boy 
(If,  Sally,  you  and  I are  right) 

Will  never  get  to  Troy. 

Lord  Holland 
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CARMEN  IX 

IDES  ut  alta  stet  nive  candidum 
Soracte,  nec  iam  sustineant 
onus 

silvae  laborantes,  geluque 
flumina  constiterint  acuto. 

Dissolve  frigus  ligna  super  foco 
large  reponens,  atque  benignius 
deprome  quadrimum  Sabina, 
o Thaliarche,  merum  diota. 
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ODE  IX 

SPECTRAL  form  Soracte 
stands,  snow-crowned ; 

His  shrouded  pines  beneath 
their  burthen  bending ; 
Not  now,  his  rifts  descending, 
Leap  the  wild  streams,  in  icy  fetters  bound. 

Heap  high  the  logs ! Pour  forth  with  lavish 
hand, 

O Thaliarchus,  draughts  of  long-stored  wine, 
Blood  of  the  Sabine  vine ! 

To-day  be  ours:  the  rest  the  Gods  command. 
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Permitte  divis  cetera  ; qui  simul 
stravere  ventos  aequore  fervido 
deproeliantis,  nec  cupressi 
nec  veteres  agitantur  orni. 

Quid  sit  futurum  eras  fuge  quaerere,  et 
quem  fors  dierum  cumque  dabit  lucro 
adpone,  nec  dulcis  amores 

sperne  puer  neque  tu  choreas, 

donee  virenti  canities  abest 
morosa.  Nunc  et  campus  et  areae 
lenesque  sub  noctem  susurri 
composita  repetantur  hora ; 

nunc  et  latentis  proditor  intimo 
gratus  puellae  risus  ab  angulo 
pignusque  dereptum  lacertis 
aut  digito  male  pertinaci. 
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When  storms  lie  quelled  at  their  rebuke,  no 
more 

Shall  the  old  ash  her  shattered  foliage  shed. 
The  cypress  bow  her  head. 

The  bursting  billow  whiten  on  the  shore. 

Scan  not  the  future : count  as  gain  each  day 
That  Fortune  gives  thee  ; and  despise  not,  boy. 
Or  love,  or  dance,  or  joy 
Of  martial  games,  ere  yet  thy  locks  be  grey. 

Thine  be  the  twilight  vow  from  faltering 
tongue ; 

The  joyous  laugh  that  self-betraying  guides 
To  where  the  maiden  hides; 

The  ring  from  finger  half-resisting  wrung. 

Sir  Stephen  E.  De  Vere 
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CARMEN  X 


ERCVRI,  facunde  nepos  At- 
lantis, 

qui  feros  cultus  hominum  re- 
centum 

voce  formasti  catus  et  decorae 
more  palaestrae. 


te  canam,  magni  Iovis  et  deorum 
nuntium  curvaeque  lyrae  parentem, 
callidum  quicquid  placuit  iocoso 
condere  furto. 


Te  boves  olim  nisi  reddidisses 
per  dolum  amotas  puerum  minaci 
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ODE  X 

ERCURY,  thou  eloquent  grand- 
son of  Atlas, 

Who  didst  the  rude  manners  of 
earth’s  early  races 
First  mould  into  form,  both  by 
graceful  Palaestra, 

And  by  skilled  language  — 

Of  thee  will  I sing,  to  great  Jove  and  Olympus 

Light  herald,  — sing  thee  of  wreathed  lute  the 
inventor. 

So  cunning  to  hide  whatsoe’er  the  whim  took 
thee 

Gaily  to  pilfer. 

When  Phoebus  in  wrath  sought  to  frighten 
thy  childhood 

If  thou  didst  not  restore  the  kine  tricksomely 
stolen, 
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voce  dum  terret,  viduus  pharetra 
risit  Apollo. 

Quin  et  Atridas  duce  te  superbos 
Ilio  dives  Priamus  relicto 
Thessalosque  ignis  et  iniqua  Troiae 
castra  fefellit. 

Tu  pias  laetis  animas  reponis 
sedibus  virgaque  levem  coerces 
aurea  turbam,  superis  deorum 
gratus  et  imis. 


62 


While  threatening  his  shafts  he  was  robbed  of 
his  quiver; 

Laughed  out  Apollo ! 

So  too,  led  by  thee,  Priam  bearing  his  treasures 

From  Ilion  eluded  the  vaunting  Atridae, 

The  watchlights  of  Thessaly  and  the  remorse- 
less 

Tents  of  the  Argive. 

Thou  placest  poor  souls  in  the  calm  of  blest 
dwellings. 

With  golden  staff  shepherding  ghost-flocks  of 
shadow ; 

To  gods,  whether  throned  in  Olympus  or 
Hades, 

Equally  welcome. 

Lord  Lytton 
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CARMEN  XI 


IV  ne  quaesieris  (scire  nefas)  quem 
mihi,  quem  tibi 
finem  di  dederint,  Leuconoe, 
nec  Babylonios 

temptaris  numeros.  Vt  melius 
quicquid  erit  pati, 

seu  pluris  hiemes  seu  tribuit  Iuppiter  ultimam 
quae  nunc  oppositis  debilitat  pumicibus  mare 
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That  thou  may’st  better  know  what  can  be- 
fall; 


Whether  thou  liv’st  more  winters,  or  thy  last 
Be  this,  which  Tyrrhen  waves  ’gainst  rocks  do 
cast, 


65 


Tyrrhenum.  Sapias,  vina  liques,  et  spatio  brevi 
spem  longam  reseces.  Dum  loquimur  fugerit 
invida 

aetas ; carpe  diem,  quam  minimum  credula 
postero. 
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Be  wise  ! Drink  free,  and  in  so  short  a space 
Do  not  protracted  hopes  of  life  embrace : 
Whilst  we  are  talking,  envious  time  doth  slide; 
This  day’s  thine  own  ; the  next  may  be  denied. 

Sir  Thomas  Hawkins 
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CARMEN  XII 


VEM  virum  aut  heroa  lyra  vel 
acri 

tibia  sumis  celebrare,  Clio, 
quem  deum  ? Cuius  recinet 
iocosa 

nomen  imago 


aut  in  umbrosis  Heliconis  oris 
aut  super  Pindo  gelidove  in  Haemo  ? 
Vnde  vocalem  temere  insecutae 
Orphea  silvae, 

arte  materna  rapidos  morantem 
fluminum  lapsus  celerisque  ventos. 
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ODE  XII 

LIO,  what  man,  what  hero  or 
what  god 

Shall  wake  thy  lyre  — thy 
flute  with  sweetness  thrill ; 
Whose  name  shall  playful  Echo 
send  abroad 
In  whispers  from  her  hill  ? 

Whether  on  Helicon’s  umbrageous  side 

Or  Pindus’  height,  or  Haemus’  peak  of 
snow 

Whence  suddenly,  self-woo’d,  the  forests  glide 
As  Orpheus’  numbers  flow. 

And  by  the  art  his  goddess  mother  gave. 

He  bids  the  rivers  pause,  the  winds  delay  ; 
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blandum  et  auritas  fidibus  canoris 
ducere  quercus. 

Quid  prius  dicam  solitis  parentis 
laudibus,  qui  res  hominum  ac  deorum, 
qui  mare  et  terras  variisque  mundum 
temperat  horis  ? 

Vnde  nil  maius  generatur  ipso, 
nec  viget  quicquam  simile  aut  secundum; 
proximos  illi  tamen  occupavit 
Pallas  honores. 

Proeliis  audax  neque  te  silebo. 

Liber,  et  saevis  inimica  virgo 
beluis,  nec  te,  metuende  certa 
Phoebe  sagitta. 

Dicam  et  Alciden  puerosque  Ledae, 
hunc  equis,  ilium  superare  pugnis 
nobilem  ; quorum  simul  alba  nautis 
Stella  refulsit, 
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The  oaks  as  in  gigantic  strength  they  wave, 
Hear  and  his  lute  obey. 

Father  Supreme,  of  earth  and  ocean  King,  — 
Ruler  of  all  things  human  or  divine, — 
Guide  of  the  world,  whose  praises  can  I 
sing 

Before  I utter  thine  ? 

None  greater  than  thyself  has  sprung  from 
thee; 

None  like,  none  second  to  thy  pow’r  is 
found ; 

Yet  Pallas  next,  thy  wond’rous  progeny. 

Is  after  thee  renown’d. 

Victorious  Bacchus,  how  can  I abstain 

To  laud  thy  name?  Or  thine,  thou  vir- 
gin foe 

Of  the  fierce  forest  tribes  ? Or  thine  refrain. 
Lord  of  the  fatal  bow  ? 

Alcides  sing  I,  — and  each  royal  twin,  — 

The  wild-steed  tamer  and  the  arm  of 
might ; — 

When  on  the  mariners  their  stars  begin 
To  pour  their  silver  light, 
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defluit  saxis  agitatus  umor, 
concidunt  venti  fugiuntque  nubes, 
et  minax,  quod  sic  voluere,  ponto 
unda  recumbit. 

Romulum  post  hos  prius  an  quietum 
Pompili  regnum  memorem  an  superbos 
Tarquini  fascis  dubito,  an  Catonis 
nobile  letum. 

Regulum  et  Scauros  animaeque  magnae 
prodigum  Paullum  superante  Poeno 
gratus  insigni  referam  camena 
Fabriciumque. 

Hunc  et  intonsis  Curium  capillis 
utilem  bello  tulit  et  Camillum 
saeva  paupertas  et  avitus  apto 
cum  lare  fundus. 

Crescit  occulto  velut  arbor  aevo 
fama  Marcelli ; micat  inter  omnis 
Iulium  sidus  velut  inter  ignis 
luna  minores. 
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Down  from  the  cliff  the  showers  of  spray  distil, 
The  winds  are  lulled,  the  clouds  obedient 
flee ; 

The  mountain  waves,  subservient  to  their  will, 
Sink  down  upon  the  sea. 

Shall  Romulus,  or  Numa’s  tranquil  reign. 

Afford  the  fittest  theme  to  celebrate?  — 
Shall  Tarquin’s  haughty  rule  awake  the  strain. 
Or  Cato’s  noble  fate  ? 

To  Regulus,  the  Scauri  and  (of  life 

Too  prodigal  on  Cannae’s  bloody  field) 
Paulus,  and  old  Fabricius,  verses  rife 
With  grace  their  fame  shall  yield. 

Stern  poverty  and  the  ancestral  farm 

Trained  these,  and  Curius  rough  with 
tangled  hair 

For  war;  and  nerved  Camillus’  mighty  arm 
The  battle’s  toil  to  dare. 

As  spreads  a tree,  so  grows  Marcellus’  fame 
With  every  year;  the  Julian  orb  afar 
Gleams  bright,  as  when  the  moonbeam’s  lam- 
bent flame 

Outshines  each  minor  star. 
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Gentis  humanae  pater  atque  custos, 
orte  Saturno,  tibi  cura  magni 
Caesaris  fatis  data  : tu  secundo 
Caesare  regnes. 

Ille  seu  Parthos  Latio  imminentis 
egerit  iusto  domitos  triumpho 
sive  subiectos  Orientis  orae 
Seras  et  Indos, 

te  minor  latum  reget  aequus  orbem  ; 
tu  gravi  curru  quaties  Olympum, 
tu  parum  castis  inimica  mittes 
fulmina  lucis. 


Father  and  guardian  of  the  human  race  — 
Offspring  of  Saturn  — thine  by  destiny, 

Great  Caesar’s  charge.  Thou  art  supreme ; his 
place 

Second  to  none  but  thee : — 

Whether  when  Parthia  threatened  with  her 
hosts 

Fair  Latium,  their  repulse  his  triumph 
gained ; 

Or  India’s  tribes,  or  hordes  from  China’s  coasts 
His  mighty  hand  restrained. 

On  thy  behalf  still  may  he  rule  the  world ; 
Shake  with  thy  ponderous  car  the  worlds 
above ! 

By  thee  th’  avenging  bolts  of  heaven  be  hurled 
On  each  polluted  grove. 

William  Dowe 
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CARMEN  XIII 

VM  tu,  Lydia,  Telephi 

cervicem  roseam,  cerea  Te- 
lephi 

laudas  bracchia,  vae  meum 
fervens  difficili  bile  tumet  iecur. 

Turn  nec  mens  mihi  nec  color 

certa  sede  manet,  umor  et  in  genas 
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Oh  ! how  my  heart  begins  to  beat ! 

My  spleen  is  swell’d  with  gall  and  heat. 
And  all  my  hopes  are  turn’d  into  despair. 


Then  both  my  mind  and  colour  change, 
My  jealous  thoughts  about  me  range 
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furtim  labitur,  arguens 

quam  lentis  penitus  macerer  ignibus. 

Vror,  seu  tibi  candidos 

turparunt  umeros  immodicae  mero 
rixae,  sive  puer  furens 

impressit  memorem  dente  labris  notam. 

Non,  si  me  satis  audias, 

speres  perpetuum  dulcia  barbare 
laedentem  oscula,  quae  Venus 
quinta  parte  sui  nectaris  imbuit. 

Felices  ter  et  amplius, 

quos  inrupta  tenet  copula  nec  malis 
divolsus  querimoniis 

suprema  citius  solvet  amor  die. 
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In  twenty  shapes,  my  eyes  begin 
The  stealing  drops,  as  from  a still, 

Like  winter  springs,  apace  to  fill. 

Fall  down,  and  tell  what  fires  I feel  within. 

When  his  reproaches  make  thee  cry, 

And  thy  fresh  cheeks  in  paleness  die, 

I burn  to  think  you  will  be  friends ; 
When  his  rough  hand  thy  bosom  strips. 

Or  his  fierce  kisses  tear  thy  lips, 

I die  to  see  how  all  such  quarrel  ends. 

Ah  ! never  hope  a youth  to  hold, 

So  haughty,  and  in  love  so  bold ; 

What  can  him  tame  in  anger  keep 
Whom  all  this  fondness  can’t  assuage, 

Who  even  kisses  turns  to  rage. 

Which  Venus  does  in  her  own  nectar  steep  ? 

Thrice  happy  they  whose  gentle  hearts, 

Till  death  itself  their  union  parts. 

An  undisturbed  kindness  holds, 

Without  complaints  or  jealous  fears, 
Without  reproach  or  spited  tears. 

Which  damps  the  kindest  hearts  with  sudden 
colds. 

Sir  William  Temple 
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CARMEN  XIV 

NAVIS,  referent  in  mare  te  novi 
fluctus ! Oquidagis?  Fortiter 
occupa 

portum  ! Nonne  vides  ut 
nudum  remigio  latus 

et  malus  celeri  saucius  Africo 
antemnaeque  gemant  ac  sine  funibus 
vix  durare  carinae 
possint  imperiosius 
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Experiments  in  Horatian  Metres 

Carm  I 23 

Fast  you  fly  as  a fawn,  Chloe  the  fearful- 
heart, 

Lost  and  wae  for  its  dam,  all  on  the  home- 
less hills, 

Trembling  sore  for  a whisper, 

Breeze  or  bubble  or  lisp  of  leaf. 

Thrills  the  step  of  the  Spring  over  the  green- 
ing trees — 

Slides  a lizard  along  under  a bramble-bush — 
Ah,  the  bound  and  the  heart-beat, 

Knees  that  quiver  and  feet  that  fail! 

Child,  am  I as  a beast  out  of  the  wilderness — 
Tigress  craving  her  kill-lion  of  Africa? 
Leave  your  mother  a space,  sweet ! 

Learn  the  shield  of  a man’s  embrace. 

Alice  Van  Vliet, 

Packer  Institute 


precursor  01  classical  nisi”  but  a compound 
of  an  early  form  of  non  and  si. 

2 If  one  finds  unsatisfactory  the  common 
derivation  of  non  from  ne  and  oinom,  holding 
that  this  would  lead  to  nun1  as  in  nullus 
from  ne  oinolos,  and  prefers  to  operate  from 
an  Umbrian  byform  no  to  get  his  Non , the 
combination  of  noin  and  sei  is  still  explica- 
ble in  this  way,  and  obviates  the  necessity  of 
setting  up  an  hypothetical  Umbrian  locative 
byform  noi,  to  which  he  otherwise  seems 
driven  with  Lindsay.  At  any  rate  the  possi- 
bility of  the  view  that  NOISI  derives  from 
ne  (or  no),  and  oinom  and  sei  seems  indi- 
cated by  the  form  NOINE,  locative  of  clas- 
sical nonus  from  novenos , from  which  we 
have  also  nundince. 

Edgar  S Shumway 
Manual  Training  High  School, 

Brooklyn,  N Y 

1See  Stolz,  H.  G.,  Pp  130,  131. 


ODE  XIV 

H ! Ship  of  State  ! fresh  billows 
to  sea  will  bear  thee  back. 
Then  turn  about  and  bravely 
toward  the  harbour  tack. 
Thou  see’st  that  thy  naked  sides 
defending  oarsmen  lack. 

Behold ! thy  mast  lies  shattered  before  the  swift 
south  wind, 

Listen ! the  yards  are  creaking,  the  ropes  no 
longer  bind, 

Strength  to  endure  the  boisterous  waves  thy 
keel  can  hardly  find. 
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aequor  ? Non  tibi  sunt  integra  lintea, 
non  di,  quos  iterum  pressa  voces  malo. 
Quamvis  Pontica  pinus, 
silvae  filia  nobilis, 

iactes  et  genus  et  nomen  inutile, 
nil  pictis  timidus  navita  puppibus 
fidit.  Tu  nisi  vends 
debes  ludibrium,  cave. 

Nuper  sollicitum  quae  mihi  taedium, 
nunc  desiderium  curaque  non  levis, 
interfusa  nitentis 

vites  aequora  Cycladas. 
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Now  all  thy  sails  are  ragged ; the  gods  are 
swept  away 

To  whom,  borne  down  by  peril,  thy  quaking 
soul  would  pray. 

Though  lofty  be  thy  lineage,  its  pride  is  vain 
to-day. 

The  power  and  name  thou  boastest  are  now  of 
no  avail. 

Thy  stern  is  gayly  painted,  and  still  thy  sea- 
men quail, 

Beware  lest  thou  art  made  the  sport  of  every 
idle  gale. 

Ah!  dearly  loved,  my  country ; my  fond  yet 
heavy  care ! 

Thy  discords  lately  wearied  me,  but  now  I 
breathe  a prayer 

That  thee  the  tides  of  faction,  the  glittering 
rocks  may  spare. 

Helen  Leah  Reed 
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CARMEN  XV 


jASTOR  cum  traheret  per  freta 
navibus 

Idaeis  Helenen  perfidus  hospi- 
tam, 

ingrato  celeres  obruit  otio 
ventos  ut  caneret  fera 


Nereus  fata:  ‘Mala  ducis  avi  domum 
quam  multo  repetet  Graecia  milite, 
coniurata  tuas  rumpere  nuptias 
et  regnum  Priami  vetus. 
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ODE  XV 


ROM  Sparta’s  hospitable 
shore. 

His  prize  when  faithless 
Paris  bore, 

While  guilt  impatient 
crowds  his  sail. 

Prophetic  Nereus  checks 
the  gale. 

By  force  the  flying  robber 
holds. 

And  thus  the  wrath  of 
heaven  unfolds: 


‘ In  vain  thy  fleet  transports  the 
dame, 

Whom  injured  Greece  shall  soon 
reclaim. 

Prepared  to  break  thy  lawless 
tie. 

And  Priam’s  ancient  realm  destroy. 
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Heu  heu,  quantus  equis,  quantus  adest  viris 
sudor!  Quanta  moves  funera  Dardanae 
genti ! Iam  galeam  Pallas  et  aegida 
currusque  et  rabiem  parat. 

Nequiquam  Veneris  praesidio  ferox 
pectes  caesariem  grataque  feminis 
imbelli  cithara  carmina  divides ; 
nequiquam  thalamo  gravis 

hastas  et  calami  spicula  Cnosii 
vitabis  strepitumque  et  celerem  sequi 
Aiacem : tamen,  heu,  serus  adulteros 
crinis  pulvere  collines. 

Non  Laertiaden,  exitium  tuae 
gentis,  non  Pylium  Nestora  respicis  ? 
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Behold  the  troops,  the  foaming  steed, 

To  labours  doomed,  and  doomed  to 
bleed  ! 

See  ! victim  to  thy  lewd  desires. 

Thy  country  blaze  with  funeral  fires ! 

See  ! Pallas  eager  to  engage, 

Prepares  her  car  and  martial  rage : 

She  waves  her  aegis,  nods  her  plumes, 

And  all  the  pomp  of  war  assumes ! 

In  vain,  devoted  to  thy  side, 

Shall  Cytherea  swell  thy  pride ; 

In  vain  thy  graceful  locks  express 
The  studied  elegance  of  dress  ; 

Thy  languid  harp,  with  amorous  air. 

In  vain  shall  charm  the  listening  fair ; 

The  palace  screen  thy  conscious  heart 
In  vain,  against  the  Cretan  dart, 

And  Ajax,  nimble  to  pursue. 

What  though,  concealed  from  public  view, 
The  chamber  guards  thy  nicer  ear 
From  all  the  horrid  din  of  war ! 

At  length,  adulterer ! fall  thou  must, 

And  trail  those  beauteous  locks  in  dust ! 

See ! author  of  thy  country’s  fate, 

Ulysses,  practised  in  deceit. 

Behold  the  hoary  Pylian  sage 
Against  her  forfeit  towers  engage. 
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Vrgent  impavidi  te  Salaminius 
Teucer,  te  Sthenelus  sciens 

pugnae,  sive  opus  est  imperitare  equis, 
non  auriga  piger.  Merionen  quoque 
nosces.  Ecce  furit  te  reperire  atrox 
Tydides,  melior  patre, 

quem  tu,  cervus  uti  vallis  in  altera 
visum  parte  lupum  graminis  immemor 
sublimi  fugies  mollis  anhelitu, 
non  hoc  pollicitus  tuae. 

Iracunda  diem  proferet  Ilio 
matronisque  Phrygum  classis  Achillei : 
post  certas  hiemes  uret  Achaicus 
ignis  Iliacas  domos/ 
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Teucer  and  Sthenelus  unite 
With  various  skill,  in  various  fight. 

Tydides,  greater  than  his  sire, 

To  find  thee,  burns  with  martial  fire. 

But  as  a grazing  stag,  who  spies 
The  distant  wolf,  with  terror  flies ; 

So  shalt  thou  fly,  with  panting  breath. 

And  faltering  limbs,  the  approach  of  death. 
Where  is  thy  boasted  courage  ? Where 
Thy  promise  plighted  to  the  fair  ? 

Though  fierce  Achilles’  sullen  hate 
Awhile  protracts  the  city’s  fate, 

Heaven  shall  its  righteous  doom  require. 
And  Troy  in  Grecian  flames  expire ! ’ 

Elizabeth  Carter 
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CARMEN  XVI 

MATRE  pulchra  filia  pulchrior, 
quern  criminosis  cumque  voles 
modum 

pones  iambis,  sive  flamma 
sive  mari  libet  Hadriano. 

Non  Dindymene,  non  adytis  quatit 
mentem  sacerdotum  incola  Pythius, 
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ODE  XVI 

H daughter  fair,  of  greater 
Charms 

Than  those  with  which  thy 
mother  warms, 

My  guilty  Verses  how  you 
please 

Destroy,  in  Flames  (tho’  scarce  so  hot 
As  that  fierce  Rage  with  which  I wrote) 

Or  in  the  angry  Seas. 

Not  Cybele  such  Heat  inspires. 

Ne’er  Phoebus  with  such  raging  Fires 
His  Prophet’s  Soul  possess’d, 
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non  Liber  aeque,  non  acuta 
sic  geminant  Corybantes  aera 

tristes  ut  irae,  quas  neque  Noricus 
deterret  ensis  nec  mare  naufragum 
nec  saevus  ignis  nec  tremendo 
Iuppiter  ipse  mens  tumultu. 

Fertur  Prometheus,  addere  principi 
limo  coactus  particulam  undique 
desectam,  et  insani  leonis 

vim  stomacho  adposuisse  nostro. 

Irae  Thyesten  exitio  gravi 
stravere  et  altis  urbibus  ultimae 
stetere  causae  cur  perirent 

funditus  imprimeretque  muris 


92 


Not  Bacchus  self  can  raise  a Man 
Half  so  much  as  Anger  can 

When  once  it  burns  the  Breast : 

Not  Tears  nor  Kindness  can  assuage, 

Nor  Force  nor  Danger  curb  the  Rage, 

It  ventures  boldly  on ; 

It  scorns  to  be  confin’d  by  Jove, 

Or  all  the  Thund’ring  Powers  above, 

But  by  its  boundless  self  alone. 

When  bold  Prometheus  first  began, 

As  Story  goes,  to  make  a Man, 

From  every  thing  He  snatch t a part 
To  furnish  out  his  Clay, 

And  to  compleat  his  rude  Essay, 

And  plac’d  a Lion’s  fury  in  the  Heart. 

’ T was  Rage  that  made  the  Brothers  hate, 
Rage  wrought  Thyestes’  wond’rous  Hate ; 

’T  was  Rage  that  kill’d  the  Child ; 

That  fed  the  Father  with  the  Son, 

And  when  it  saw  the  mighty  Mischief  done, 
Stood  by,  and  (what  was  strange)  it  smil’d. 

’ T is  that  that  raises  all  our  Wars, 

And  brings  our  Dangers  and  our  Fears ; 

When  the  insulting  Foe, 

93 


hostile  aratrum  exercitus  insolens. 
Compesce  mentem  ! Me  quoque  pectoris 
temptavit  in  dulci  iuventa 
fervor  et  in  celeres  iambos 

misit  furentem  : nunc  ego  mitibus 
mutare  quaero  tristia,  dum  mihi 
fias  recantatis  arnica 

opprobriis  animumque  reddas. 
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Whilst  Anger  burns,  and  Rage  prevails. 

O’er  Town  and  Cities  ruin’d  Walls 
Doth  draw  the  heavy  Plough. 

Then  curb  thy  Anger,  charming  Maid, 

That  once  my  heedless  Youth  betray’d; 

It  rais’d  a deadly  Flame, 

And  hurry’d  on  my  thoughtless  Muse 
In  swift  lambicks  to  abuse 

And  wanton  with  thy  Fame. 

But  now  I do  repent  the  wrong, 

And  now  compose  a softer  Song 
To  make  Thee  just  amends : 

Recant  the  Errors  of  my  Youth, 

And  swear  those  Scandals  were  not  Truth; 
So  You  and  I be  Friends. 

Thomas  Creech 
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CARMEN  XVII 


ELOX  amoenum  saepe  Lucre- 
tilem 

mutat  Lycaeo  Faunus  et  igneam 
defendit  aestatem  capellis 
usque  meis  pluviosque  ven- 
tos. 
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ODE  XVII 


FT  doth  the  nimble  Pan  exchange 
His  loved  Arcadia’s  mountain 
range 

For  my  fair  villa’s  calm  retreat. 
Where,  from  the  sultry  sum- 
mer’s heat. 

Or,  from  the  tempest’s  ruder  shock 
He  daily  guards  my  bearded  flock. 
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Impune  tutum  per  nemus  arbutos 
quaerunt  latentis  et  thyma  deviae 
olentis  uxores  mariti, 

nec  viridis  metuunt  colubras 

nec  Martialis  haediliae  lupos, 
utcumque  dulci,  Tyndari,  fistula 
valles  et  Vsticae  cubantis 
levia  personuere  saxa. 

Di  me  tuentur,  dis  pietas  mea 
et  musa  cordi  est.  Hie  tibi  copia 
manabit  ad  plenum  benigno 
ruris  honorum  opulenta  cornu ; 

hie  in  reducta  valle  Caniculae 
vitabis  aestus  et  fide  Teia 
dices  laborantis  in  uno 

Penelopen  vitreamque  Circen ; 

hie  innocentis  pocula  Lesbii 
duces  sub  umbra,  nec  Semeleius 
cum  Marte  confundet  Thyoneus 
proelia,  nec  metues  protervum 

suspecta  Cyrum,  ne  male  dispari 
incontinentis  iniciat  manus 

et  scindat  haerentem  coronam 
crinibus  immeritamque  vestem. 
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There  do  my  goats  securely  rove 
Through  arbutus  and  chestnut-grove ; 

My  kids  range  o’er  the  thyme-clad  scaurs. 
Nor  dread  the  ravenous  wolf  of  Mars, 

Nor  tremble  if,  perchance,  are  seen 
Gliding  along,  the  serpents  green. 

When  in  his  pipe’s  melodious  voice 
Ustica’s  wave-worn  rocks  rejoice. 

The  Gods  protect  me,  and  inspire 
The  strain  that  thrills  upon  my  lyre ; 

Then,  if  thou  ’It  grace  my  home  awhile. 
Dear  Tyndaris,  with  thy  winning  smile. 
Shall  Plenty,  rich  in  rural  store. 

Her  chociest  fruits  around  thee  pour ; 

While  from  the  world  sequestered  far. 

And  safe  from  Sirius’  scorching  star, 

Thou ’It  sweetly,  on  thy  Teian  string, 
Penelope  and  Circe  sing, 

And  here,  beneath  my  spreading  vine, 

Shalt  quaff  the  harmless  Lesbian  wine. 

And  a far  happier  life  shalt  lead, 

From  dread  of  jealous  Cyrus  freed. 

Lest  with  intemperate  hand  he  tear 
The  chaplet  from  thy  golden  hair. 

Lord  Ravensworth 
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CARMEN  XVIII 


VLLAM,  Vare,  sacra  vite  prius 
severis  arborem 

circa  mite  solum  Tiburis  et 
moenia  Catili. 

Siccis  omnia  nam  dura  deus 
proposuit  neque 
mordaces  aliter  diffugiunt  sollicitudines. 

Quis  post  vina  gravem  militiam  aut  pauperiem 
crepat  ? 

Quis  non  te  potius,  Bacche  pater,  teque,  decens 
Venus  ? 
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ODE  XVIII 

VARUS,  mine, 

Plant  thou  the  vine 
Within  this  kindly  soil  of  Tibur ; 
Nor  temporal  woes. 

Nor  spiritual,  knows 
The  man  who ’s  a discreet  imbiber. 

For  who  doth  croak 
Of  being  broke. 

Or  who  of  warfare,  after  drinking  ? 

With  bowl  atween  us. 

Of  smiling  Venus 

And  Bacchus  shall  we  sing,  I ’m  thinking. 
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Ac  ne  quis  modici  transiliat  munera  Liberi, 
Centaurea  monet  cum  Lapithis  rixa  super  mero 
debellata,  monet  Sithoniis  non  levis  Euhius, 
cum  fas  atque  nefas  exiguo  fine  libidinum 
discernunt  avidi.  Non  ego  te,  candide  Bassareu, 
invitum  quatiam  nec  variis  obsita  frondibus 
sub  divum  rapiam.  Saeva  tene  cum  Berecyntio 
cornu  tympana,  quae  subsequitur  caecus  amor 
sui 

et  tollens  vacuum  plus  nimio  gloria  verticem 
arcanique  fides  prodiga,  perlucidior  vitro. 
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Of  symptoms  fell 
Which  brawls  impel. 

Historic  data  give  us  warning; 

The  wretch  who  fights 
When  full,  of  nights. 

Is  bound  to  have  a head  next  morning. 

I do  not  scorn 
A friendly  horn. 

But  noisy  toots,  I can’t  abide  ’em  ! 

Your  howling  bat 
Is  stale  and  flat 

To  one  who  knows,  because  he ’s  tried  ’em  ! 

The  secrets  of 
The  life  I love 

(Companionship  with  girls  and  toddy) 

I would  not  drag 
With  drunken  brag 
Into  the  ken  of  everybody  ; 

But  in  the  shade 
Let  some  coy  maid 

With  smilax  wreathe  my  flagon’s  nozzle. 
Then  all  day  long 
With  mirth  and  song. 

Shall  I enjoy  a quiet  Gozzle ! 


Eugene  Field 


CARMEN  XIX 


[ATER  saeva  Cupidinum 

Thebanaeque  iubet  me  Seme- 
les  puer 

et  lasciva  Licentia 

finitis  animum  reddere  amo- 
ribus. 

Vrit  me  Glycerae  nitor 

splendentis  Pario  marmore  purius ; 
urit  grata  protervitas 

et  voltus  nimium  lubricus  adspici. 
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ODE  XIX 

! I am  caught,  my  melting 
soul 

o Venus  bends  without  con- 
trol ; 

I pour  the  impassion’d  sigh ; 
Y e gods ! what  throbs  my  bosom  move. 
Responsive  to  the  glance  of  love 
That  beams  from  Stella’s  eye ! 

Oh ! how  divinely  fair  that  face. 

And  what  a sweet  resistless  grace 
On  every  feature  dwells ; 

And  on  those  features  all  the  while. 

The  softness  of  each  frequent  smile 
Her  sweet  good-nature  tells ! 
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In  me  tota  mens  Venus 

Cyprum  deseruit,  nec  patitur  Scythas 
et  versis  animosum  equis 

Parthum  dicere  nec  quae  nihil  attinent. 
Hie  vivum  mihi  caespitem,  hie 
verbenas,  pueri,  ponite  turaque 
bimi  cum  patera  meri : 

mactata  veniet  lenior  hostia. 


Oh  love  ! I ’m  thine ; no  more  I sing 
Heroic  deeds : the  sounding  string 
Forgets  its  wonted  strains ; 

For  aught  but  love  the  lyre  ys  unstrung ; 
Love  melts  and  trembles  on  my  tongue. 

And  thrills  in  every  vein. 

Invoking  the  propitious  skies. 

The  green-sod  altar  let  us  raise, 

Let  holy  incense  smoke : 

And  if  we  pour  the  sparkling  wine 
Sweet  gentle  peace  may  still  be  mine ; 

This  dreadful  chain  be  broke. 

Thomas  Chatterton 


CARMEN  XX 


ILE  potabis  modicis  Sabinum 
cantharis,  Graeca  quod  ego  ipse 
testa 

conditum  levi,  datus  in  theatro 
cum  tibi  plausus, 

care  Maecenas  eques,  ut  paterni 
fluminis  ripae  simul  et  iocosa 
redderet  laudes  tibi  Vaticani 
montis  imago. 

Caecubum  et  prelo  domitam  Caleno 
tu  bibes  uvam : mea  nec  Falernae 
temperant  vites  neque  Formiani 
pocula  colies. 
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ODE  XX 


LEDGE  me,  dear  Knight,  a Sa- 
bine cup ; 

I sealed  the  homely  liquor  up 
Myself,  that  very  day,  when  far 
Resounding  from  the  theatre, 
The  loud  applause  exulting  ran. 

From  Tiber  to  the  Vatican, 

Until  the  lingering  echoes  died 
Upon  thy  own  ancestral  tide. 

Thy  cups  the  Cascuban  shall  bless. 

And  vintage  from  Calenian  press ; 

Nor  Formian,  nor  Falernian  hill. 

Do  my  more  humble  goblets  fill. 

Hugo  Nicholas  Jones 


109 


CARMEN  XXI 


NAM  tenerae  dicite  virgines, 
intonsum,  pueri,  dicite  Cyn- 
thium, 

Latonamque  supremo 
dilectam  penitus  Iovi. 


Vos  laetam  fluviis  et  nemorum  coma 
quaecumque  aut  gelido  prominet  Algido 
nigris  aut  Erymanthi 
silvis  aut  viridis  Cragi ; 

vos  Tempe  totidem  tollite  laudibus 
natalemque,  mares,  Delon  Apollinis 
insignemque  pharetra 

fraternaque  umerum  lyra. 


ODE  XXI 

NG,  virgins!  sing  the  tender 
Dian’s  fame; 

Shout,  boys  ! the  ever-blooming 
Cynthian’s  name ; 

Latona  too,  the  secret  love 
Of  all-subduing  Jove. 

Laud  her,  ye  girls ! who  guards  the  mountain 
rill. 

The  woods  that  wave  on  Algidus’  cool  hill, 
And  Erimanthus’  deepening  shades, 

And  Cragus’  verdant  glades. 

Be  not  outdone,  ye  boys ! but  shouts  of  praise 
For  Tempe  and  Apollo’s  Delos  raise  — 

The  quivered  god,  who  at  his  side 
His  brother’s  lyre  hath  tied. 
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Hie  bellum  lacrimosum,  hie  miseram  famem 
pestemque  a populo  et  principe  Caesare  in 
Persas  atque  Britannos 
vestra  motus  aget  prece. 
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In  Caesar’s  reign  may  he  propitious  please 
To  drive  from  us  war,  famine,  and  disease 
To  Parthian  wilds  or  Britain’s  shore. 
While  ye  his  aid  implore. 

G.  J.  Whyte-Melville 
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CARMEN  XXII 


NTEGER  vitae  scelerisque  purus 
non  eget  Mauris  iaculis  neque 
arcu 

nec  venenatis  gravida  sagittis, 
Fusee,  pharetra, 


sive  per  Syrtis  iter  aestuosas 
sive  facturus  per  inhospitalem 
Caucasum  vel  quae  loca  fabulosus 
lambit  Hydaspes. 


Namque  me  silva  lupus  in  Sabina, 
dum  meam  canto  Lalagen  et  ultra 
terminum  curis  vagor  expeditis, 
fugit  inermem, 

quale  portentum  neque  militaris 
Daunias  latis  alit  aesculetis 
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ODE  XXII 


IRTUE,  Dear  Friend,  needs  no 
Defence, 

The  surest  Guard  is  Innocence : 
None  knew,  ’till  Guilt  created 
Fear, 

What  Darts  or  poyson’d  Arrows  were. 

Integrity  undaunted  goes 

Through  Lybian  Sands  or  Scythian  Snows, 

Or  where  Hydaspes  wealthy  Side 
Pays  tribute  to  the  Persian  Pride. 

For  as  (by  amorous  Thoughts  betray’d) 
Careless  in  Sabine  Woods  I stray’d, 

A grisly  foaming  Wolf,  unfed, 

Met  me  unarm’d,  yet  trembling  fled. 

No  beast  of  more  portentous  Size, 

In  the  Hercinian  Forest  lyes; 
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nec  Iubae  tellus  generat,  leonum 
arida  nutrix. 

Pone  me  pigris  ubi  nulla  campis 
arbor  aestiva  recreatur  aura, 
quod  latus  mundi  nebulae  malusque 
Iuppiter  urget ; 

pone  sub  curru  nimium  propinqui 
solis,  in  terra  domibus  negata : 
dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 
dulce  loquentem. 


None  fiercer,  in  Numidia  bred. 

With  Carthage  were  in  Triumph  led. 

Set  me  in  the  Remotest  Place, 

That  Neptune's  frozen  Arms  embrace, 
Where  angry  Jove  did  never  spare 
One  Breath  of  kind  and  template  Air ; 

Set  me,  where  on  some  pathless  Plain 
The  swarthy  Africans  complain, 

To  see  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun 
So  near  the  scorching  Country  run : 

The  burning  Zone,  the  frozen  Isles, 

Shall  hear  me  sing  of  Cilia's  Smiles, 

All  Cold  but  in  her  Breast  I will  despise. 
And  dare  all  Heat  but  that  of  Caelia’s  Eyes. 

Lord  Roscommon 
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CARMEN  XXIII 

IT  AS  inuleo  me  similis,  Chloe, 
quaerenti  pavidam  montibus 
aviis 

matrem  non  sine  vano 
aurarum  et  siluae  metu ; 

nam  seu  mobilibus  vepris  inhorruit 
ad  ventum  foliis,  seu  virides  rubum 
dimovere  lacertae, 

et  corde  et  genibus  tremit. 

Atqui  non  ego  te  tigris  ut  aspera 
Gaetulusve  leo  frangere  persequor ; 
tandem  desine  matrem 
tempestiva  sequi  viro. 
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ODE  XXIII 

flies  the  fawn,  who  strives  to  find 
On  pathless  hills  the  trembling 
hind, 

You,  gentle  Chloe,  fly  from 
me. 

Timid  fawn  ! whose  idle  fear 
Tells  her  still  of  dangers  near, 

In  every  breeze,  in  every  tree. 

Her  courage  fails,  her  strength  declines, 

If  Zephyr  stir  the  rustling  vines, 

Or  lizards  green  the  brambles  shake : 

But  ripe  for  pleasure,  cease  to  blush : 

No  tiger  I,  your  limbs  to  crush ; 

For  man  your  mother’s  arm  forsake. 

Lord  Glenbervie 
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CARMEN  XXIV 


VIS  desiderio  sit  pudor  aut  modus 
tam  cari  capitis  ? Praecipe  lu- 
gubris 

cantus,  Melpomene,  cui  liqui- 
dam  pater 
vocem  cum  cithara  dedit. 

Ergo  Quintilium  perpetuus  sopor 
urget ! Cui  Pudor  et  Iustitiae  soror. 
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ODE  XXIV 


H me  ! what  bounds  can  sorrow 
know. 

Or  in  what  measured  cadence 
flow 

For  one  so  loved,  so  dear? 
Teach,  plaintive  muse  ! to  whom  is  given, 
The  lyre  that  charms  the  sons  of  heaven, 

To  soothe  a mortal  ear. 

Doth  then  the  power  of  endless  Sleep 
In  his  cold  grasp  Quintilius  keep  ? 

Doth  he  remorseless  bind 
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incorrupta  Fides,  nudaque  Veritas 
quando  ullum  inveniet  parem  ? 

Multis  ille  bonis  flebilis  occidit, 
nulli  flebilior  quam  tibi,  Vergili ; 
tu  frustra  pius  heu  non  ita  creditum 
poscis  Quintilium  deos. 

Quid  si  Threicio  blandius  Orpheo 
auditam  moderere  arboribus  fidem  ? 
Num  vanae  redeat  sanguis  imagini, 
quam  virga  semel  horrida, 

non  lenis  precibus  fata  recludere, 
nigro  compulerit  Mercurius  gregi  ? 
Durum  : sed  levius  fit  patientia 
quicquid  corrigere  est  nefas. 
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The  bold  but  unassuming  youth. 

Whose  spotless  faith,  unvarnished  truth. 
Have  left  no  peer  behind  ? 

Wept  by  the  virtuous  and  the  wise. 

But  most  by  thee,  O friend  ! he  lies. 

Whose  pious  prayers  in  vain 
From  the  unheeding  gods  implore, 

That  they  would  to  thine  arms  restore 
Quintilius  once  again. 

Couldst  thou  the  Thracian  bard  excel 
Whose  magic  song  enchanted  hell. 

Yet  vain  were  all  thine  art ! 

Life’s  ruddy  flame  would  ne’er  return 
To  kindle  in  their  marble  urn 
The  ashes  of  the  heart ; 

Nor  couldst  thou  from  the  Stygian  coast 
Recall  the  pale  departed  ghost 
From  its  relentless  guide. 

’T  is  hard  ! — but  resignation  knows 
To  soothe  irreparable  woes. 

And  Fate’s  stern  will  abide. 

R.  N.  French 
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CARMEN  XXV 


ARCIVS  iunctas  quatiunt  fenes- 
tras 

iactibus  crebris  iuvenes  protervi, 
| nec  tibi  somnos  adimunt,  amat- 
que 

ianua  limen, 


quae  prius  multum  facilis  movebat 
cardines ; audis  minus  et  minus  iam 
‘ Me  tuo  longas  pereunte  noctis, 
Lydia,  dormis  ? ’ 

Invicem  moechos  anus  arrogantis 
flebis  in  solo  levis  angiportu, 
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ODE  XXV 

HE  amorous  youths  with  heated 
breast 

Thy  windows  rarely  now  mo- 
lest ; 

Their  songs  thy  rest  disturb  no 
more. 

And  quiet  hangs  thy  silent  door. 

Now  less  and  less  each  hour  thy  ear 
These  plaintive  strains  of  love  shall  hear, 

“ Lydia  ! while  slumbers  close  thine  eye. 

We  freeze  beneath  the  midnight  sky  \ ” 

But  thou,  in  turn  when  time’s  decay 
Bids  all  thy  beauties  fade  away. 
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Thracio  bacchante  magis  sub  inter- 
lunia  vento, 

cum  tibi  flagrans  amor  et  libido, 
quae  solet  matres  furiare  equorum, 
saeviet  circa  iecur  ulcerosum, 
non  sine  questu, 

laeta  quod  pubes  hedera  virenti 
gaudeat  pulla  magis  atque  myrto, 
aridas  frondis  hiemis  sodali 
dedicet  Euro. 
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In  the  dark  streets  the  wanton  crew 
With  trembling  voice  shalt  shameless  woo. 
While  rage  for  unappeased  desires, 

And  slighted  love  thy  bosom  fires. 

The  amorous  train  for  younger  brows 
Shall  twine  the  myrtle's  verdant  boughs. 
And  all  thy  withered  garlands  lave 
With  scorn  in  Hebra’s  wintry  wave. 

H.  J.  Pye 
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CARMEN  XXVI 


VSIS  amicus  tristitiam  et  metus 
tradam  protervis  in  mare  Creti- 
cum 

portare  vends,  quis  sub  Arcto 
rex  gelidae  metuatur  orae, 

quid  Tiridaten  terreat,  unice 
securus.  O quae  fontibus  integris 
gaudes,  apricos  necte  flores, 
necte  meo  Lamiae  coronam, 

Pimplei  dulcis.  Nil  sine  te  mei 
prosunt  honores.  Hunc  fidibus  novis, 
hunc  Lesbio  sacrare  plectro 
teque  tuasque  decet  sorores. 
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ODE  XXVI 

RIEND  to  the  Muse,  this  day  I 
give 

My  sorrows  to  the  Cretan 
wave : 

This  day  to  love  and  friendship 
live. 

Nor  think  a thought  of  king  or  slave. 

Careless  alike  whose  scourge  is  laid 
On  Asian  hill  or  Scythian  snow, 

Beside  the  Muses’  stream,  I braid 
The  chaplet  for  my  Lamia’s  brow. 

Come,  Muse  ! without  thee  dies  the  wreath ; 

Thy  hand  its  rosiest  buds  must  twine ; 

Thy  lip  its  sweetest  fragrance  breathe ; 

Its  life,  bloom,  beauty,  all  be  thine. 

George  Croly 
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CARMEN  XXVII 


ATIS  in  usum  laetitiae  scyphis 
pugnare  Thracum  est : tollite 
barbarum 

morem,  verecundumque 
Bacchum 

sanguineis  prohibete  rixis. 

Vino  et  lucernis  Medus  acinaces 
immane  quantum  discrepat : impium 
lenite  clamorem,  sodales, 
et  cubito  remanete  presso. 

Voltis  severi  me  quoque  sumere 
partem  Falerni?  Dicat  Opuntiae 
frater  Megillae  quo  beatus 
volnere,  qua  pereat  sagitta. 

130 


Carm  I 27 

What  Thracian  trick,  companions,  to  hurl  in 
strife 

The  genial  wine-cup!  Truce  to  your  wrang- 
ling ways! 

Let  Bacchus  here  be  staid  and  seemly, 

Free  from  dishonor  of  boasts  and  brawl- 
ing. 

Sweet  wine  and  banquet  lamps — and  a Per- 
sian dirk ! 

What  boundless  discord ! Shame  on  the 
drunken  din! 

Nay,  down  my  masters,  down  at  table! 

Back  to  the  couch  and  the  festal  order! 

What,  I to  drain  a share  of  so  fierce  a brew? 

A toast,  then ! Hark  ye ! Whose  is  the 
dulcet  wound? 

Let  fair  Megilla’s  brother  own  it! 

Whence  is  the  shaft  of  his  heart’s  un- 
doing ? 

What!  Silent  still!  I drink  for  no  meaner 
bride. 

Nay,  tell  me ! Sure,  the  fire  of  a worthy  love 

Brings  naught  to  blush  for.  Who’s  the 
maiden  ? 

Gentle  and  fine,  if  I know  your  fancy. 

Come,  breathe  it  soft,  alone  to  this  friendly 
ear. 

I’ll  guard  the  secret. 

Jove,  do  I hear?  Not  that! 

Poor  soul,  to  sink  in  such  a whirlpool! 
Lad,  you  were  fit  for  a nobler  mating. 

Can  all  the  charms  that  breed  in  Thessalian 
soil, 

Can  witch,  can  wise  man  heal  you  ? Can  Jove 
himself? 

To  loose  you  now  from  yon  Chimsera 
Craves  a Bellerophon’s  deed  of  story 
Alice  Van  Vliet, 

Packer  Institute 


gives  the  problem  up,  or  rather  pushes  it  to 
one  side,  with  the  words  “Von  NOISI  der 
DVENOS-inschrift  will  ich  wegen  des  un- 
sicherheit  der  deutung  nicht  sprechen.” 

And  Lindsay  says  of  NOISI  in  his  “Latin 
Inscriptions,”  page  20,  “The  formation  of 
NOISI  is  doubtful,  but  the  sense  of  nisi  is, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  usually  given  to  it.”  And 
in  the  same  book,  page  22,  he  adds:  “NOISI 
is  difficult  to  explain.  The  true  precursor  of 
Classical  nisi  would  be  nesei”  Again,  in  his 
“Latin  Language,”  page  61 1,  Lindsay  says: 
“In  that  very  old  Latin  inscription,  known  as 
the  DVENOS  inscription,  we  find  the  Nega- 
tive in  another  Locative  form,  noi,}  (“Is  this,” 
Lindsay  asks,  “a  mere  graphic  form  of  neif”), 
“if,”  he  adds,  “NOISI  is  rightly  interpreted 
as  'unless.’  ” In  his  “Latin  Inscriptions” 
Lindsay  gives,  in  his  Classical  Latin  version, 
nisi  for  NOISI.  Egbert,  in  his  more  com- 
plete treatment  of  the  varying  views,  cites 
(Egbert:  “Latin  Inscriptions,”  page  347) 
Dressel,  Buecheler,  Osthoff  and  Jordan  as 
agreeing  upon  nisi , and  gives  Breal  only  as 
holding  a different  view. 

The  doubt  which  both  Lindsay  and  Stolz 
express  or  indicate,  and  which  Egbert  de- 
tails, as  to  the  interpretation  of  the  DVENOS 
inscription  it  is  not  my  purpose  in  this  brief 
note  to  enter  upon  further  than  to  indicate 
what  seems  to  me  a possible  method  of  ex- 
plaining the  word  NOISI. 

1 If  we  assume  that  the  theory  is  correct 
which  would  derive  the  word  non  from  a 


ODE  XXVII 


Y,  friends  ! were  glasses  made  for 
fighting, 

And  not  your  hearts  and  heads 
to  lighten  ? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame,  the  savage 
fashion. 

Nor  fall  in  such  a mighty  passion. 

“ Pistols  and  balls  for  six  ! ” what  sport ! 
How  distant  from  “ Fresh  lights  and  port ! ” 
Get  rid  of  this  ungodly  rancour. 

And  bring  your  elbows  to  an  anchor. 

Why,  though  your  stuff  is  plaguy  heady, 

I ’ll  try  to  hold  one  bumper  steady. 

Let  Ned  but  say  what  wench’s  eyes 
Gave  him  the  wound  of  which  he  dies. 
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Cessat  voluntas  ? Non  alia  bibam 
mercede.  Quae  te  cumque  domat  Venus, 
non  erubescendis  adurit 

ignibus,  ingenuoque  semper 

amore  peccas.  Quicquid  habes,  age 
depone  tutis  auribus.  — A miser, 
quanta  laborabas  Charybdi, 
digne  puer  meliore  flamma ! 

Quae  saga,  quis  te  solvere  Thessalis 
magus  venenis,  quis  poterit  deus  ? 

Vix  inligatum  te  triformi 
Pegasus  expediet  Chimaera. 
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You  won’t  ? then,  damme  if  I drink  ! 

A proper  question  this  to  blink  ! 

Come,  come ; for  whomsoe’er  you  feel 
Those  pains,  you  always  sin  genteel. 

And  were  your  girl  the  dirtiest  drab  — 
(You  know  I never  was  a blab) 

Out  with  it ; whisper  soft  and  low  ; — 
What ! is  it  she  ? the  filthy  frow  ! 

You  ’ve  got  a roaring  sea  to  tame. 

Boy,  worthy  of  a better  flame ! 

What  Lapland  witch,  what  cunning  man, 
Can  free  you  from  this  haridan  ? 

Saint  George  himself,  who  slew  the  dragon, 
Would  idly  waste  his  strength  this  hag  on. 

Professor  Porson 
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CARMEN  XXVIII 

E maris  et  terrae  numeroque  ca- 
rentis  harenae 

mensorem  cohibent,  Archyta, 
pulveris  exigui  prope  litus  parva 
Matinum 

munera,  nec  quicquam  tibi 
prodest 

aerias  temptasse  domos  animoque  rotundum 
percurrisse  polum  morituro. 

Occidit  et  Pelopis  genitor,  conviva  deorum, 
Tithonusque  remotus  in  auras, 
et  Iovis  arcanis  Minos  admissus,  habentque 
Tartara  Panthoiden  iterum  Oreo 
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ODE  XXVIII 


HE  sea,  the  earth,  the  in- 
numerable sand, 
Archytas,  thou  couldst 
measure ; how,  alas ! 
A little  dust  on  Matine 
shore  has  spanned 
That  soaring  spirit ; 
vain  it  was  to  pass 
The  gates  of  heaven,  and  send 
thy  soul  in  quest 
O’er  air’s  wide  realms ; for 
thou  hadst  yet  to  die. 

Ay,  dead  is  Pelops’  father, 
heaven’s  own  guest. 

And  old  Tithonus,  rapt  from  earth  to  sky. 
And  Minos,  made  the  council  friend  of  Jove, 
And  Panthus’  son  has  yielded  up  his  breath 
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demissum,  quamvis  clipeo  Troiana  refixo 
tempora  testatus  nihil  ultra 
nervos  atque  cutem  morti  concesserat  atrae, 
iudice  te  non  sordidus  auctor 
naturae  verique.  Sed  omnis  una  manet  nox 
et  calcanda  semel  via  leti. 

Dant  alios  Furiae  torvo  spectacula  Marti, 
exitio  est  avidum  mare  nautis ; 
mixta  senum  ac  iuvenum  densentur  funera ; 
nullum 

saeva  caput  Proserpina  fugit. 

Me  quoque  devexi  rapidus  comes  Orionis 
Illyricis  Notus  obruit  undis. 

At  tu,  nauta,  vagae  ne  parce  malignus  harenae 
ossibus  et  capiti  inhumato 
particulam  dare : sic,  quodcumque  minabitur 
Eurus 

fluctibus  Hesperiis,  Venusinae 
plectantur  silvae  te  sospite,  multaque  merces 
unde  potest  tibi  defluat  aequo 
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Once  more,  though  down  he  plucked  the  shield 
to  prove 

His  prowess  under  Troy,  and  bade  grim 
death 

O’er  skin  and  nerves  alone  exert  its  power. 
Not  he,  you  grant,  in  nature  meanly  read. 

Yes,  all  “ await  the  inevitable  hour ; ” 

The  downward  journey  all  one  day  must 
tread. 

Some  bleed  to  glut  the  war-god’s  savage  eyes ; 
Fate  meets  the  sailor  from  the  hungry  brine  ; 

Youth  jostles  age  in  funeral  obsequies.; 

Each  brow  in  turn  is  touched  by  Proser- 
pine. 

Me,  too,  Orion’s  mate,  the  southern  blast 
Whelmed  in  deep  death  beneath  the  Illyrian 
wave. 

But  grudge  not,  sailor,  of  driven  sand  to 
cast 

A handful  on  my  head,  that  owns  no 
grave. 

So,  though  the  Eastern  tempests  loudly  threat 
Hesperia’s  main,  may  green  Venusia’s  crown 

Be  stripped,  while  you  lie  warm ; may  bless- 
ings yet 

Stream  from  Tarentum’s  guard,  great  Nep- 
tune, down. 
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ab  love  Neptunoque  sacri  custode  Tarenti. 

Neglegis  immeritis  nocituram 
postmodo  te  natis  fraudem  committere  ? Fors  et 
debita  iura  vicesque  superbae 
te  maneant  ipsum : precibus  non  linquar  inultis, 
teque  piacula  nulla  resolvent. 

Quamquam  festinas,  non  est  mora  longa : licebit 
iniecto  ter  pulvere  curras. 
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And  gracious  Jove,  into  your  open  lap ! 

What ! shrink  ye  not  from  crime  whose 
punishment 

Falls  on  your  innocent  children  ? it  may  hap 

Imperious  Fate  will  make  yourself  repent. 

My  prayers  shall  reach  the  avenger  of  all 
wrong ; 

No  expiations  shall  the  curse  unbind. 

Great  though  your  haste,  I would  not  task  you 
long; 

Thrice  sprinkle  dust,  then  scud  before  the 
wind. 

John  Conington 
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CARMEN  XXIX 


CCI,  beads  nunc  Arabum  invides 
gazis  et  acrem  milidam  paras 
non  ante  devictis  Sabaeae 
regibus  horribilique  Medo 


nectis  catenas  ? Quae  tibi  virginum 
sponso  necato  barbara  serviet  ? 
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ODE  XXIX 


jCCIUS,  alack!  how  soon  the  fire 
Of  transient,  covetous  desire. 
For  fruitful  wealth  of  Arab  chief 
afar. 

Is  kindled  in  thy  breast  a 
while  ! 

Why  all  this  great  and  mighty  toil. 

This  fierce  preparative  for  strife  and  war  ? 


Dost  thou  in  chains  propose  to  lead 
The  deadly,  formidable  Mede, 

Or  kings,  unconquer’d  yet,  of  Saba’s  land  ? 
What  barbarous  maid  her  charms  shall  lend, 
And  on  thy  silken  couch  attend, 

Her  lover  slain  by  thy  remorseless  hand  ? 
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Puer  quis  ex  aula  capillis 
ad  cyathum  statuetur  unctis, 

doctus  sagittas  tendere  Sericas 
arcu  paterno  ? Quis  neget  arduis 
pronos  relabi  posse  rivos 

montibus  et  Tiberim  reverti, 

cum  tu  coemptos  undique  nobilis 
libros  Panaeti  Socraticam  et  domum 
mutare  loricis  Hiberis, 
pollicitus  meliora,  tendis  ? 
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What  youth  from  festive  hall  shall  come, 
His  ringlets  breathing  out  perfume. 

And  nightly  there  thy  sparkling  goblet  fill  ? 
Whose  pliant  hand,  perchance,  may  know 
To  wield  with  grace  his  father’s  bow. 

And  arrows  Serican  direct  with  skill. 

Who  now  will  dare  to  hint,  or  say, 

That  rushing  rivers  shall  not  stray 
In  backward  flow  their  native  hills  to  find  ? 
Old  Tiber  some  new  track  shall  range  ? 
Since  thou  art  seeking  to  exchange 
The  noble  works  Panaetius  left  behind. 

Gather’d  with  care  from  every  place. 

And  all  the  old  Socratic  race. 

That  thou,  with  them,  Iberian  arms  mayst  buy, 
When  thou  hadst  caused  us  to  maintain 
Some  hopes  for  thee,  (how  idly  vain  ! ) 
Which  now  before  thy  warlike  temper  fly. 

B.  A.  Marshall 
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CARMEN  XXX 


VENVS,  regina  Cnidi  Paphique, 
sperne  dilectam  Cypron  et  vo- 
cantis 

ture  te  multo  Glycerae  decoram 
transfer  in  aedem. 


Fervidus  tecum  puer  et  solutis 
Gratiae  zonis  properentque  Nymphae 
et  parum  comis  sine  te  Iuventas 
Mercuriusque. 
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[F  Cnidos  and 
of  Paphos 
queen, 
Quit,  Venus, 
quit  thy 
Cyprian  scene. 

To  light  on  Glycera’s  lovely 
bower, 

Whose  plenteous  incense 
now  invokes  thy 
power. 

With  nymphs  and  glowing 
Cupid  haste 

And  Graces  — with  their 
zoneless  waist : 

Let  Mercury  thy  escort  be. 

And  Youth,  who  owes  his 
sweetest  charm  to  thee ! 

John  Scriven 
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CARMEN  XXXI 


VI D dedicatum  poscit  Apollinem 
vates  ? Quid  orat  de  patera  novum 
fundens  liquorem  ? Non  opi- 
mae 

Sardiniae  segetes  feracis, 


non  aestuosae  grata  Calabriae 
armenta,  non  aurum  aut  ebur  Indicum, 
non  rura  quae  Liris  quieta 

mordet  aqua  taciturnus  amnis. 

Premant  Calena  falce  quibus  dedit 
For  tuna  vitem,  dives  et  aureis 
mercator  exsiccet  culullis 
vina  Syra  reparata  merce, 
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HAT  gift  of  Phoebus  have  I 
prayed  ? — 

The  fresh  libation  duly  made, 
What  asks  the  bard  ? — No 
fruitful  stores, 

The  harvest  of  Sardinian  shores; 
No  herds  Calabrian  hills  supply, 

Nor  gold,  nor  Indian  ivory  ; 

For  rural  meads  no  wish  he  knows, 

Where  Liris,  gentle  river,  flows. 

Let  others  prune  Calenian  vines 
For  whom  propitious  fortune  shines; 

Let  merchants  at  their  board  produce 
In  golden  cups  the  purple  juice, 


H 7 


dis  carus  ipsis,  quippe  ter  et  quater 
anno  revisens  aequor  Atlanticum 
impune  : me  pascunt  olivae, 
me  cichorea  levesque  malvae. 

Frui  paratis  et  valido  mihi, 

Latoe,  dones  et,  precor,  integra 
cum  mente  nec  turpem  senectam 
degere  nec  cithara  carentem. 
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Exchanged  for  Syrian  wares ; who  brave 
Thrice  in  each  year  the  Atlantic  wave. 

And  safe  in  Heaven’s  peculiar  care 
The  perils  of  the  ocean  bear. 

For  me  shall  be  the  olive  dressed. 
Mallows  and  endive  be  my  feast. 

Son  of  Latona  ! grant  me  this  — 

My  destined  lot  to  meet  in  bliss ! 

Grant  to  my  prayer  health  unconfined ; 

And,  oh,  preserve  my  peace  of  mind ! 

Let  my  old  age  unspotted  prove 
And  brightened  by  the  Muse’s  love. 

N.  L.  Torre 
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CARMEN  XXXII 


OSCIMVR.  Si  quid  vacui  sub 
umbra 

lusimus  tecum,  quod  et  hunc  in 
annum 

vivat  et  pluris,  age  die  Latinum, 
barbite,  carmen, 


Lesbio  primum  modulate  civi, 
qui  ferox  bello  tamen  inter  arma, 
sive  iactatam  religarat  udo 
litore  navim. 

Liberum  et  Musas  Veneremque  et  illi 
semper  haerentem  puerum  canebat 
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ODE  XXXII 


iE  are  called  ! If  e’er  beneath  the 
bower 

We’ve  sung  at  leisure  what 
may  live 

Through  this,  and  many  a future 
hour, 

O lyre  ! a Latin  measure  give  ! 


Toned  first  by  Mitylene’s  swain. 

Who,  fierce  amid  the  clash  of  steel, 
Or,  landing  from  the  stormy  main. 

On  the  wet  sand  he  moored  the  keel, 


For  Bacchus,  and  the  Muses  Nine, 
Oft  did  the  joyous  strain  renew, 
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et  Lycum  nigris  oculis  nigroque 
crine  decorum. 

O decus  Phoebi  et  dapibus  supremi 
grata  testudo  Iovis,  o laborum 
dulce  lenimen,  mihi  cumque  salve 
rite  vocanti ! 
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Praised  Venus  and  her  boy  divine. 
And  Lycus,  dark  of  eye  and  hue. 

O grace  of  Phoebus  ! and  delight 
Of  Jove’s  great  festivals  on  high  ! 
Whene’er  I thee  invoke  aright 
All  cares  depart  and  troubles  fly. 


Herbert  Grant 
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CARMEN  XXXIII 


LBI,  ne  doleas  plus  nimio  memor 
immitis  Glycerae,  neu  misera- 
bilis 

decantes  elegos,  cur  tibi  iunior 
laesa  paeniteat  fide. 


Insignem  tenui  fronte  Lycorida 
Cyri  torret  amor,  Cyrus  in  asperam 
declinat  Pholoen ; sed  prius  Apulis 
iungentur  capreae  lupis 
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ODE  XXXIII 

O more  in  elegiac  strain 
Of  cruel  Glycera  complain, 
Though  she  resign  her  faithless 
charms 

To  a new  lover’s  younger  arms. 
The  maid,  for  lovely  forehead  famed. 

With  Cyrus’  beauties  is  inflamed ; 

While  Pholoe,  of  haughty  charms, 

The  panting  breast  of  Cyrus  warms ; 

But  wolves  and  goats  shall  sooner  prove 
The  pleasures  of  forbidden  love 
Than  she  her  virgin  honour  stain, 

And  not  the  hateful  rake  disdain. 
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quam  turpi  Pholoe  peccet  adultero. 
Sic  visum  Veneri,  cui  placet  imparis 
formas  atque  animos  sub  iuga  aenea 
saevo  mittere  cum  ioco. 

Ipsum  me  melior  cum  peteret  Venus, 
grata  detinuit  compede  Myrtale 
libertina,  fretis  acrior  Hadriae 
curvantis  Calabros  sinus. 


So  Venus  wills,  whose  power  controls 
The  fond  affections  of  our  souls  : 

With  sportive  cruelty  she  binds 
Unequal  forms,  unequal  minds. 

Thus,  when  a better  Venus  strove 
To  warm  my  youthful  breast  to  love. 

Yet  could  a slave-born  maid  detain 
My  willing  heart  in  pleasing  chain, 

Though  fiercer  she  than  waves  that  roar 
Winding  the  rough  Calabrian  shore. 

Philip  Francis 
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CARMEN  XXXIV 

ARCVS  deorum  cultor  et  infre- 
quens, 

insanientis  dum  sapientiae 

consultus  erro,  nunc  retrorsum 
vela  dare  atque  iterare  cur- 
sus 

cogor  relictos.  Namque  Diespiter, 
igni  corusco  nubila  dividens 

plerumque,  per  purum  tonantis 
egit  equos  volucremque  currum, 

quo  bruta  tellus  et  vaga  flumina, 
quo  Styx  et  invisi  horrida  Taenari 
sedes  Atlanteusque  finis 

concutitur.  Valet  ima  summis 

mutare  et  insignem  attenuat  deus, 
obscura  promens ; hinc  apicem  rapax 
For  tuna  cum  stridore  acuto 
sustulit,  hie  posuisse  gaudet. 
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ODE  XXXIV 

THAT  have  seldom  worshipped 
Heaven, 

As  to  a mad  sect  too  much  given, 
My  former  ways  am  forced  to 
balk 

And  after  the  old  light  to  walk. 

For  cloud-dividing-lightning  Jove 
Through  a clear  firmament  late  drove 
His  thundering  horses  and  swift  wheels ; 
With  which  supporting  Atlas  reels : 

With  which  Earth,  Seas,  the  Stygian  lake 
And  Hell  (with  all  her  Furies)  quake. 

It  shook  me,  too.  God  pulls  the  proud 
From  his  high  seat,  and  from  their  cloud 
Draws  the  obscure ; levels  the  hills. 

And  with  their  earth  the  valley  fills. 

*T  is  he  does  all,  he  does  it  all : 

Yet  this  blind  mortals  Fortune  call. 

Sir  Richard  Fanshaw 
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CARMEN  XXXV 

DIVA,  gratum  quae  regis  An- 
tium, 

praesens  vel  imo  tollere  de  gradu 
mortale  corpus  vel  superbos 
vertere  funeribus  trium- 
phos : 

te  pauper  ambit  sollicita  prece 
ruris  colonus,  te  dominam  aequoris 
quicumque  Bithyna  lacessit 
Carpathium  pelagus  carina ; 
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FAIR  ANTIUM’S  GODDESS 


O goddess,  whose  power  and  absolute  sway 
The  fair  town  of  Antium  delights  to  obey  ! 

Whose  hand  from  despair  can  the  suppliant  save, 

Or  change  the  gay  triumph  of  joy  to  the  grave  ! 

Ode  XXXV.  Book  I 
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ODE  XXXV 


AIR  Antium’s  Goddess ! whose 
sweet  smile  or  frown 
Can  raise  weak  mortals  from 
the  depths  of  woe. 

Or  bring  the  lofty  pride  of  tri- 
umph down, 

And  bid  the  bitter  tear  of  funeral  grief  to 
flow, 

Thee  the  poor  farmer  courts  with  anxious 
prayer ; 

Thee,  sovereign  of  the  seas ! does  he  implore 
Who  in  Bithynian  bark  will  boldly  steer 
Where  wild  Carpathian  waves  in  vexed 
commotion  roar. 
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te  Dacus  asper,  te  profugi  Scythae 
urbesque  gentesque  et  Latium  ferox 
regumque  matres  barbarorum  et 
purpurei  metuunt  tyranni, 

iniurioso  ne  pede  proruas 
stantem  columnam,  neu  populus  frequens 
ad  arma  cessantis  ad  arma 

concitet  imperiumque  frangat. 

Te  semper  anteit  saeva  Necessitas, 
clavos  trabalis  et  cuneos  manu 
gestans  aena,  nec  severus 

uncus  abest  liquidumque  plumbum. 

Te  Spes  et  albo  rara  Fides  colit 
velata  panno,  nec  comitem  abnegat, 
utcumque  mutata  potentis 
veste  domos  inimica  linquis ; 

at  volgus  infidum  et  meretrix  retro 
periura  cedit,  diffugiunt  cadis 
cum  faece  siccatis  amici 
ferre  iugum  pariter  dolosi. 


The  Dacian  fierce,  rude  Scythia’s  wandering 
bands. 

And  towns  and  nations,  warlike  Italy, 

Mothers  of  kings  who  reign  in  barbarous  lands, 

And  purpled  tyrants  fear,  and  trembling 
kneel  to  thee. 

Let  not  thy  wrath  with  scornful  foot  o’er- 
throw 

The  column  firm  on  which  we  rest  our  fate ; 

Nor  let  wild  discord  work  anew  our  woe, 

Or  rouse  to  arms  again,  and  overturn  the 
state. 

Before  thee  stalks  stern  Fate,  who  joys  to  bear 

In  iron  hand  the  wedge — the  spikes  so  dire  ; 

Nor  wants  the  hook,  to  torture  and  to  tear ; 

Nor  molten  lead  that  rolls  its  streams  of 
liquid  fire. 

Thee  Hope,  and  white-robed  Faith  so  seldom 
found. 

Attend  to  cheer ; nor  from  thy  presence  fly, 

When  those  proud  halls,  for  splendour  long 
renowned. 

Thou  leavest  in  angry  haste  and  garb  of 
poverty. 
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Serves  iturum  Caesarem  in  ultimos 
orbis  Britannos  et  iuvenum  recens 
examen  Eois  timendum 
partibus  oceanoque  rubro. 

Eheu  cicatricum  et  sceleris  pudet 
fratrumque.  Quid  nos  dura  refugimus 
aetas  ? Quid  intactum  nefasti 

liquimus  ? Vnde  manum  iuventus 

metu  deorum  continuit  ? Quibus 
pepercit  aris  ? O utinam  nova 
incude  diffingas  retusum  in 
Massagetas  Arabasque  ferrum. 
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But  that  false  crew  which  flatters  to  betray  — 
The  perjured  partner  of  Love’s  wanton 
bower  — 

Will  drain  the  lowest  dregs ; then  shrink  away. 
Nor  bear  the  equal  yoke  in  Friendship’s  try- 
ing hour. 

O goddess ! let  great  Caesar  be  thy  care. 

Whose  daring  sail  seeks  Britain’s  distant 
coast : 

Return  his  new-raised  bands  again  to  bear 
Our  arms  beyond  the  East  — a gallant  con- 
quering host. 

But  ah  ! what  crimes  are  ours ! what  deeds  of 
shame. 

Dishonest  scars  and  blood  by  brothers  spilt : 

Our  iron  age,  well  worthy  of  the  name. 

What  has  it  left  undared  ! — when  made  a 
pause  in  guilt ! 

Whose  altar  spared,  by  piety  restrained ! 

But,  oh  dread  goddess ! let  thy  powerful 
hand 

Our  blunted  swords,  by  kindred  blood  distained, 
New  whet  against  our  foes  of  Scythia’s  bar- 
barous land.  T.  Bourne 
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CARMEN  XXXVI 


T ture  et  fidibus  iuvat 

placare  et  vituli  sanguine  de- 
bito 

custodes  Numidae  deos, 

qui  nunc  Hesperia  sospes  ab 
ultima 
caris  multa  sodalibus, 

nulli  plura  tamen  dividit  oscula 
quam  dulci  Lamiae,  memor 
actae  non  alio  rege  puertiae 
mutataeque  simul  togae. 


ODE  XXXVI 


gOME,  strike  the  lyre,  and  incense 
burn, 

And  be  the  votive  heifer  slain, 
* J ^ To  thank  for  Numida’s  return 
lIMKlijlilp  The  Gods  who  bring  him 
home  again,  — 


Who  from  Hesperia’s  farthest  shore 

Meets  friends  not  met  for  many  a year, 

To  all  some  kisses  gives,  but  more 
To  Lamia,  dearest  of  the  dear, — 

Mindful  that  they  in  school-boy  days 

Watched  the  same  master’s  smile  or  frown, 
Together  shared  their  tasks  and  plays. 
Together  donned  the  manly  gown. 
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Cressa  ne  careat  pulchra  dies  nota, 
neu  promptae  modus  amphorae 

neu  morem  in  Salium  sit  requies  pedum, 
neu  multi  Damalis  meri 

Bassum  Threicia  vincat  amystide, 
neu  desint  epulis  rosae 

neu  vivax  apium  neu  breve  lilium. 
Omnes  in  Damalin  putris 

deponent  oculos,  nec  Damalis  novo 
divelletur  adultero, 

lascivis  hederis  ambitiosior. 
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Nor  suffer  this  propitious  day 

Its  mark  of  Cretan  white  to  lack, 

Nor  whirl  of  Salian  dances  stay. 

Nor  spare  the  flagons  on  the  rack. 

Nor  in  his  bout  with  Damalis 
Let  Bassus  at  her  bumpers  quail, 

Nor  let  our  banquet  roses  miss. 

Nor  parsley  green,  nor  lily  frail. 

On  Damalis  they  all  shall  gaze 

With  melting  eyes ; but  like  a vine 
Shall  Damalis  in  wanton  ways 

About  her  new-found  lover  twine. 

John  Osborne  Sargent 
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CARMEN  XXXVII 


VNC  est  bibendum,  nunc  pede 
libero 

pulsanda  tellus,  nunc  Saliaribus 
ornare  pulvinar  deorum 
tempus  erat  dapibus,  so- 
dales. 


Antehac  nefas  depromere  Caecubum 
cellis  avitis,  dum  Capitolio 
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ODE  XXXVII 

L we  now  with  dancing 
round 

with  footsteps  free  the 
ground ; 

we  now  the  rosy  wine. 
And  in  honour  of  the  Gods, 

Comrades,  in  their  own  abodes 

Pile  we  the  banquet  on  each  holy  shrine. 

Sin  it  were  ere  now  to  pour 
Forth  the  cellar's  generous  store ; 
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regina  dementis  ruinas 
funus  et  imperio  parabat 

contaminato  cum  grege  turpium 
morbo  virorum,  quidlibet  impotens 
sperare  fortunaque  dulci 
ebria.  Sed  minuit  furorem 

vix  una  sospes  navis  ab  ignibus, 
mentemque  lymphatam  Mareotico 
redegit  in  veros  timores 
Caesar,  ab  Italia  volantem 

remis  adurgens,  accipiter  velut 
mollis  columbas  aut  leporem  citus 
Venator  in  campis  nivalis 

Haemoniae,  daret  ut  catenis 
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While  the  haughty  queen  of  Nile 
With  her  base  and  scurvy  crew 
Dared  unbridled  to  pursue 
Wild  hopes,  and  drunk  with  Fortune’s  favoring 
smile. 

Madly  dreamed  the  Capitol 
Soon  should  totter  to  its  fall. 

And  the  Empire’s  self  should  die ; 

But  her  spirit  quailed  awhile, 

When  of  all  the  ships  of  Nile 
From  Rome’s  avenging  fires  scarce  one  could 
fly. 

Then  assailed  her  stricken  soul. 

Frenzied  with  the  wassail  bowl, 

Terrors  true  and  wild  despair 
When  (as  falcon  from  above 
Pounces  on  the  timorous  dove. 

Or  hunters  chase  o’er  Haemon’s  snow  the 
hare) 

Oar  and  sail  incessant  plying. 

As  he  marked  her  galleys  flying, 

Caesar  urged  her  headlong  race. 

Deeming  that  his  wondrous  prize 
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fatale  monstrum.  Quae  generosius 
perire  quaerens  nec  muliebriter 
expavit  ensem  nec  latentis 
classe  cita  reparavit  oras ; 

ausa  et  iacentem  visere  regiam 
voltu  sereno,  fortis  et  asperas 
tractare  serpentes,  ut  atrum 
corpore  combiberet  venenum, 

deliberata  morte  ferocior, 
saevis  Liburnis  scilicet  invidens 
privata  deduci  superbo 

non  humilis  mulier  triumpho. 
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Soon  should  gladden  Roman  eyes. 

And  bound  in  chains  his  haughty  triumph 
grace. 

Nobly  she  to  death  resigned, 

Not  with  woman’s  shrinking  mind, 

Gazed  upon  the  deadly  knife ; 

Nor  within  some  friendly  creek 

Basely  lurking,  did  she  seek 

To  save  from  death  a now  dishonoured  life. 

On  her  prostrate  Citadel 
Dared  her  dauntless  eye  to  dwell ; 

Firm  of  purpose,  calm  she  stood, 

Holding  with  unflinching  grasp 
To  her  breast  applied  the  asp, 

Whose  venom  dire  she  drank  through  all  her 
blood. 

Sternly  resolute  she  died ; 

Nor  could  stoop  her  royal  pride 
That,  reserved  to  swell  a show, 

She,  a Woman  and  a Queen, 

Should  be  led  like  captive  mean 
Through  streets  of  Rome  to  grace  her  conquer- 
ing foe. 

Lord  Derby 
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CARMEN  XXXVIII 

ERSICOS  odi,  puer,  apparatus; 
displicent  nexae  philyra  coro- 
nae ; 

mitte  sectari  rosa  quo  locorum 
sera  moretur. 

Simplici  myrto  nihil  adlabores 
sedulus  euro  ; neque  te  ministrum 
dedecet  myrtus  neque  me  sub  arta 
vite  bibentem. 
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ODE  XXXVIII 

HATE  this  Persian  gingerbread. 
These  fixin’s  'round  a feller's 
head ; 

The  lingering  roses  from  their 
bed 

Cut  not  asunder. 

The  myrtle  as  it  grows  is  best. 

Both,  boy,  for  you  who  serve  a guest. 

And  me  who  take  a drink  and  rest 
Its  thick  leaves  under. 

John  D.  Long 
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